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SHE THINKS, OH, HOW HAPPY SHE’LL BE! 


Sister Emma will soon be a wife ; 

Ancl she fancies that when she is wed 
To the choice of her heart, all her life 
Will her pathway with roses be spread. 
He is handsome and tall, and sings well, 
Ne’er a lover was fonder than he ; 

She with pride on his merits doth dwell. 
As she thinks, oh, how happy she’ll be ! 
The delight of papa and mamma, 

Is this charming young sister of mine, 
But her temper’s too hasty by far, 

Though in her many graces combine. 

All her wants have been largely sup¬ 
plied ; 

From control she has always been 
free; 

Not a whim was she ever denied, 

Yet she thinks, oh, how happy she’ll be! 
Of her duty to others, I fear, 

That she certainly never has heard; 

But the duty of others ’tis clear, 

Is to flatter and bow at her word. 


Disappointment perhaps may ensue, 

On such trifles they may not agree ; 

All restraint will to her be quite new. 

Yet she thinks, oh, how happy she’ll be! 

If Prosperity fail them, oh dear ! 

'Tis a freak she with numbers hath 
play’d; 

Of economy, not an idea 
Sister Emma can bring to her aid. 

'Tis with knowledge domestic the same, 
Naught of cooking or sewing knows she; 
Though such things her attention must 
claim; 

Yet she thinks,oh, how happy she’ll be ! 

As with matronly duties, no doubt, 

All the requisite skill will appear, 

It is needless to say much about 
Any chance of deficiency here. 
Although few so delighted to roam. 
Either change or diversion to see; 

Like a limpet contented at home, 

She still thinks that she happy will be ! 

J. C. 


THE STORY-TELLER. 

THE BROKEN BRIDAL. 


Chapter I. 

It was night. The air was clear and frosty, but the wind blew in chilling 
gusts through the dark and narrow lanes of Genoa, and even along its principal 
streets, making an unwelcome contrast to the joyous hospitality that reigned 
within the mansion of tho Marchese Albertini. 

It was the evening of the first of January, and the birthday of his only 
child, who had just attained her eighteenth year. The marchese was a 
widower, a Neapolitan by birth, hut having married a Genoese lady, he had 
settled in her native country previously to her death, and partly from habit, 
partly from inclination, he had continued there. 

His noble mansion was one of the most elegant in that city of marble 
palaces, and its interior was adorned with unusual taste and elegance. 
The satin draperies, the inlaid floors, the gorgeous mirrors and lustres, 
formed a scene of enchantment; and the lights were so disposed as to give 
the utmost effect to those works of Art in which the Palazzo Albertini was 
so rich. The rooms were thronged with the noble and the lovely; the most 
costly perfumes were distributed around the apartments, and the harmony of 
sweet voices contributed to the entertainment of those assembled. Amidst 
the crowd of gay cavaliers and beautiful, and graceful ladies, Adeline, the fair 
daughter of the marchese, moved in unrivalled loveliness. A simple, though 
costly dress set off her beautiful figure, her dark and glossy hair was 
wound around her graceful head; and her eyes—how brightly they flashed 
from beueath their long fringes! The richness of the rose was on her 
cheek, and her voice was sweet, and almost as low as were the summer 
winds. 

Many were the cavaliers who gazed on her with admiration, and strove 
to win her favour. But, courteous to all, she smiled on none in particular. 
As the evening advanced, the crowd of guests became still more numerous, 
and Adeline, feeling herself exhausted and heated, retired for a moment’s 
repose to a smaller apartment adjoining the grand saloon. The windows 
opened oil a ’magnificent terrace, leading by a flight of marble steps to the 
beautiful gardens in the rear of the mansion. The moon was up, though at 
times partially obscured; but the stars were very bright, and Adeline, throwing 
a cloak around her, stepped out on to the terrace to breathe for a moment the 
pure air. She was about returning when she observed a figure moving in 
the direction of the terrace, and presently she heard her own name breathed 
forth in a voice not to be mistaken. Adeline knew it well—she descended 
hastily. 0 

“ Leon—Leon,” she said, “ what madness is this ? ” 

“Chide me not, dearest,” he replied, as he clasped her to his heart. 
“ Could I know that the noblest and bravest in Genoa were this night paying 
homage to its fairest flower, nor seek to win one smile for myself? ” 

“ But you have enemies here, dear Leon; depart quickly, I pray. You 
need no fresh assurances of my affection.” 

“ No, lovely one,” replied the youth, proudly. “I both believe and trust 
you. I know that although the highest in Genoa sigh for her love, the 
daughter of the Marchese Albertini prefers above them all the adoration of 
Leon Carelmonte. And see,” he continued, as he took an eboi.y cross of 
exquisite workmanship from his vest, and placed it in the hands of Adeline, 
“ I am come likewise to offer you a tribute on your birthday; and a suitable 
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one,is it not, sweet, for one so pure and guileless? You will prize it,although 
no brilliants glitter round it, and when you think of him who gave it, breathe 
a prayer for him when lie shall be far hence.” 

“ What can you mean, Leon ? ” inquired the lady, hurriedly. 

“ I am come,” he replied, “ to bid you farewell. Nay, hear me, my beloved 
one. It is true, my birth is noble; but I am an orphan, poor and without 
friends. Your father scarcely deigns to notice me; how, then, do you think 
he will hear of me as the declared lover of his daughter ? ” 

“ Dearest Leon, let us trust to time,” pleaded Adeline. 

The youth pressed his arm around her, and drew her trembling form 
towards him. 

“ I must he stirring,”* he said. “ I have lingered inactively here too long 
to gaze on you and worship your young beauty. Now I must go forth into 
the world. A thousand paths are open to me which will lead alike to fame 
and fortune. I will win you, lady, nobly and honourably. I will make for 
myself a renown, and even your father himself shall smile on our nuptials.” 
And, as ho spoke, his cheeks kindled and his dark eyes flashed with unusual 
brilliancy. 

The eyes of Adeline were dimmed with tears as she raised them to her 
lover’s face. 

“ You think hut lightly of the pang of parting,” she said. 

“Adeline, mine own,” replied the enthusiastic youth, “you know me 
better. But for the end I have in view I could not endure it—the hope of 
calling you mine in the face of an envying multitude is my support.” 

“ Alas, alas! ” said Adeline, “ when may I hope to see you ? ” 

He paused for an instant, and then continued, “ Adeline, I leave you sur¬ 
rounded by admirers, hut I cannot look on that open brow and doubt. I 
deem your truth and love as my own—immovable as a rock. I ask you, then, 
for neither vow nor pledge; and my pledge of truth shall be one kiss—one 
parting one of those pure, sweet lips.” 

They both paused for an instant—footsteps were heard on the terrace. 

“I must be gone,” said Adeline. “ Yet stay—it is the voice of Bita 
calling me.” 

“My lady! my lady!” exclaimed the girl, as she joined them breathless 
with haste and fright, “your father has just now told me your presence is 
wanted, and sent me to seek you. He will be here himself directly.” 

“ I am coming, Bita,” said Adeline, “ hasten and tell him so. Oh, Leon/* 
she cried, turning towards him, “ vou must, indeed, be gone. I tremble for 
the consequences should my father discover you—pray leave me.” 

“ But one moment,” replied her lover. “ Mark me, Adeline! On this very 
day twelvemonth—your birthday (if not before), you shall surely see me. I 
will be with you, if alive—perhaps crowned with success—perhaps ruiued 
alike in hopes and fortune—yet, yours, ever yours till death!” 

“ God go with you,” exclaimed the weeping Adeline. 

“Dearest and best beloved, farewell!” replied her lover. And with one 
passionate embrace they parted. 

Little did the gay and glittering assemblage who graced the evening banquet 
at the Marchese Albertini’s that night, deem that she who presided there was 
a prey to the most agonising sorrow, and that her apparentjoyousness was but 
a veil to conceal her heart’s wretchedness! 

Chapter II, 

Months fled away, and Adeline heard no direct tidings from Leon; hut her 
trust in her lover’s parting words remained unshaken, and cavalier after 
cavalier who sighed for her love was dismissed. At length there came one, 
unexceptionable alike in person, birth and fortune ; and the marchese, usually 
so indulgent, in this case was peremptory. JETe was deaf to Adeliue’s protes¬ 
tations of dislike, and insisted on her receiving his friend, the Marchese 
Espineto, as a suitor for her hand. Adeline, thus compelled to receive his 
visits, maintained ever towards him a civil, unruffled demeanour. At first, 
she appealed to his generosity—she told him she loved another, and that her 
heart could never be his. But her beauty had so enthralled him that he 
heard her unmoved. Nay, he even smiled at her enthusiasm, and, secure of 
her father’s consent, he contentedly trusted to time and his own assiduities, to 
make her wholly his own. After this, Adeline despised him. 

Bita, too, her faithful attendant, also brought her tidings of Leon. Fortune 
had smiled on him; he had entered the army and had risen to a high post, 
and by the cousin <:f ltita, whom he knew and could trust, he sent Adeline a 
ring, as a token of his ever-enduring affection. This sustained her spirits, 
and despite Espincto’s attentions, she looked forward to future happiness with 
the chosen of her young heart. 

The rich luxuriance of summer had passed, and even the golden tints of 
autumn were fading away, when the government of Genoa became aware that 
there were plots in existence to overturn it. But so sdcret were the conspirators 
—so cautious in their meetings—that none had as yet been discovured or 
brought to justice. Many of high birth were known to be implicated, aliliough 
no proofs to that effect were brought forward; among the names whispered 
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about, was that of Leo® Carelnaonte, the lover of Adeline who had lately 
quitted the army in disgust at some affront which he imagined had been put 
upon him. 

His place of residence was not known, but the government employed spies, 
and he was seized one night and thrown into prison, on a charge of having j 
attended a treasonable meeting. Two others were apprehended at the same 
time but they knew very little of the plot which was formed—they had not 
been trusted with the names even of those engaged in it—yet, in order to 
mitigate their own punishment, they deposed to having seen Leon among the 
conspirators. He loudly and positively asserted his innocence, but to no I 
effect. He was a man of rare talents, and had obtained a high reputation for,! 
himself. The government, therefore, resolved to make an example of him, 
with the view of striking terror into his associates, and while those who were 
apprehended with him were kept in the strictest confinement, he was condemned 
to death. 

This news burst on the ears of Lady Adeline like a thunderbolt. At first 
she refused credence to the story; but, when she heard the tongue of every¬ 
one proclaiming it, her expression of disbelief availed nothing. But her con¬ 
fidence in his innocence could not be shaken. 

“He lias been betrayed,” she exclaimed, “but his honour and faith are 
unsullied. He must not die. His precious life must not be sacrificed. On me 
alone let vengeance fall; I will be the victim ! ” 

The Marchcse Albcrtini sat alone in his library reading. He was aroused 
by hearing a light footstep. He looked up and saw his daughter; but her 
cheek was so deadly pale, and her lips were so compressed, that he almost 
started as he looked on her. 

“ My father,” she said, “ you have often urged, nay, implored me to be¬ 
come the wife of the Marchese Espincto—I am now ready—grant me but one 
boon, and do with me as you will.” 

The marchese appeared surprised. “ Calm yourself, Adeline,” he said. 
“ Sit down.” 

“No, my lather,” she replied, as she sunk at his feet. “Hear me—Leon 
Carelmontc-” 

Her lather started. “ The traitor ! ” he exclaimed. 

“ Not so ! not so ! ” she cried. “ He loved me once. Do not frown—it is 
over now ——” 

“ And you,” replied the marchese, rising from his scat, “ you, the daughter 
of a high and noble house, smiled upon his suit clandestinely! Was this 
right, Adeline ? ” 

“Forgive me,” she said, “henceforth he must be as nothing to me ; but 
save him, save him from the death he is condemned to suffer. You are high 
and rich, and your interest, your entreaties, can give him life and liberty. 
Oh, if you knew him—his generous devotedness, his nobib nature, and his 
deep feelings of enthusiasm—so young too ! yon, even you, would pity 
him.” 

“Adeline,” said the marchese, “you have erred deeply, but on condition 
that you do indeed consent to become the bride of the Marchese Espineto, 
I will think of what you have said.” 

“Bless you, my father! Yes, anything, even that. Oh, when I think of 
his deep, devoted affection, and the destruction of his long-chcrislied hopes, 
to part for ever is bitter enough. But I have promised and will perform,— 
for his death, the very thought of it maddens me—I could not outlive it! ” 
And Adeline, at length overcome, leaned her head on the table beside her, 
and wept in uncontrollable agony. 

The marchese approached, he spoke gently to her, persuaded her to retire 
to her chamber, and promised to sec if anything could be done for the unfor¬ 
tunate Leon. To effect a marriage between Adeline and his friend Espineto 
had lately been the strongest wish of the marchese. But to this his daughter 
had steadily manifested the most strenuous opposition. Now that he had 
obtained her consent, on condition that Carelmontc should be liberated, the 
terms seemed easy to him. He did not know the depth of his daughter’s 
affection ; but believed that in unceasing pomp'and splendour Espineto’s bride 
would forget her early predilection. He exerted his influence; he did not 
spare bribes, where he found they would be acceptable. 

The proofs against Leon had from the first been slight, and when a wealthy 
and powerful noble was found to be interested in him, they vanished into 
air; and at the end of a few days, the marchese placed in Adeline’s hand a 
full and free pardon for Leon Carelmonte. To be quite assured of his safety, 
she had stipulated for this; and ltita, her waiting-maid, who was vdiolly in 
her confidence, she deputed to convey it to him, with her everlasting farewell. 

Chapter III, 

Leon w r as solitary in his prison cell; the shades of evening were stealing 
over his native city, Genoa the superb. There was a small window in his 
dungeon, thickly secured with iron bars, but it was not beyond his height, 
and he stood now gazing from it on the noble prospect which spread before 
him, until tender and melancholy thoughts so overcame him that even tears 
forced themselves into his eyes, which he the next moment indignantly dashed 
away. 

Before him lay the noble bay of Genoa, crowded with different merchant 
vessels, and he looked down upon splendid marble palaces and beautiful 
churches. Among the crowd of buildings, his eyes rested on the Albertini 
palace, the roof of which he could plainly discern. He thought of his last 
interview with Adeline,—of the death to which he was doomed, and of the 
ruin which had come over the high and promising hopes in which he had once 
indulged. The recollection was too painful; he drew his hand over his eyes 
to shut out the view, and turned from the window. 

At this moment the prison door grated on its hinges, and in another 
moment ltita stood before him. She did not speak, but held towards him 
the paper containing his pardon and the ring. Tears choked her words, for 
the tender-hearted girl was shocked at the sight of his wan and hollow cheeks, 
and the dimness of his once brilliant eyes. A glow of delight spread itself 
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over his countenance, as he perused the paper vrhidb gave town back to lile: 
and freedom. But it faded when he looked on thtf ri'ag. 

“ Does Adeline send me this ? ” he said. “ Has she forgotten me because 
I am unfortunate ? Or does she still remember me, and is it to her that 1 
am indebted for liberty to breathe again the pure and' blessed air of my native 
; land ? ” 

j “ My mistress,” replied the girl, “ bade me tell you that her love is as true 
as when you parted from her—that she never can change, nor did she ever 
believe the charges brought against you.” 

“ Bless her—bless you ! ” cried Leon. “ And I shall once more see her, 
and-” 

“ No,” said Rita, “ that must not be. She sends you by me, and with this 
ring, her farewell for ever ! Oh, you do not know my dear lady’s agony, nor 
her bitter tears before she thus resigned you ! ” 

Leon did not answer, but he covered his face with his hands and groaned 
aloud. 

“Nothing but the dread of your death and sufferings,” resumed Rita, 
“ could have shaken her plighted; faith. But when that came upon her, she 
did not rest until she had won a promise from her father to procure your 
pardon. The price she pays for it is indeed a bitter one ! ” 

“ 0 that I had died first! But tell me—tell me the worst at once! ”■ 
he cried. 

Rita hesitated a moment, then turned her head away, and added, “ To save 
your life, Lady Adeline is pledged to wed the Marchese Espineto.” 

“ 0, fatal gift of life and freedom! ” he exclaimed. “ Death would be far 
more welcome than thus to lose the only being that brightened my wayward 
course! I refuse the boon—I will remain here. This marriage shall not 
take place. Anything—0 ! the worst of torments rather than that! ” 

“ It is useless, now,” said Rita. “ Your pardon is publicly proclaimed 
before now, and it is not even allowed you to refuse it. Quick, for the time- 
allotted to me here is nearly passed, and tell me what tidings shall I bear 
from you to my lady ? ” 

“ Tell her that the gift of freedom which she sent me is valueless—worse,, 
far worse than the death to which I was doomed,” he replied. “ And yet, 
not so—do not say so—it would wound her gentle nature. Tell her that this 
hated marriage shall not be. I will save her from it or perish ! I will see 
her yet again, and gaze upon her bright loveliness—for she must not, she 
shall not be sacrificed fbr my preservation ! ” 

“ It is too late now,” exclaimed Rita, “ preparations for the wedding have 
already commenced, and my lady is strictly guarded. AVere it otherwise, she 
has obtained the boon she asked, and she will keep her plighted word—yes, 
although her heart should break, she will pay the penalty! ” 

“ Then farewell to hope and happiness,” said Leon despairingly. “ Oh, 
Adeline—Adeline ! my first, my only love, must I lose thee for ever, nor dare 
to call thee mine ?—Rita,” he added, “I charge you bear to your lady my 
thanks, and tell her while Leon Carelmonte has life, his love and his prayers 
will be hers—hers for ever ! ” 

He sank exhausted on his pallet; the jailer stood at the door ; he motioned, 
Rita to depart. Drawing her veil over her face, she obeyed, and Leon was 
once more left to silence and solitude; as, from the terms of his pardon, he 
was not to be liberated until the next day. 

Some weeks passed, and every effort, every stratagem which Leon made 
use of to gain access to Adeline proved utterly fruitless, so many barriers had 
the marchese placed around his daughter, to guard against anyone, save his 
own creatures, holding communication with her. Adeline in truth had become 
a changed being. A settled melancholy had taken possession of her; she 
received the attentions of her future husband with a sort of quiet indifference; 
and if she shrank sometimes from the thought of becoming a bride, she 
nerved herself with the recollection that Leon, her fondly cherished Leon, 
owed his life to her, and it was sweet even to suffer for him. 

At length the day drew near. The first of January was the day appointed 
for the wedding of the Lady Adeline with the Marchese Espincto. 

“ I parted from Leon on that day,” she said; “ and now, when it again 
comes round, I shall be eternally separated from him! It is well—1 
would not wish it otherwise.” 

Chapter IV. and Last. 

The evening of the first day of the new year arrived, and the Palazzo 
Albcrtini was again a scene of gaiety. The wedding guests were all 
assembled — the bridegroom in waiting; and the priest had already 
opened his book as he stood at the sumptuous altar, lighted with massive 
candelabra, in the chapel belonging to the palace. They looked for 
the bride. At length she approached, and beautiful she looked, although 
pale, very pale. Her. step was not so firm as usual, and her eyes 
were tearless, as, leaning on* her faithful Rita, she advanced to the 
altar. Her father took her hand, and she smiled on him, but it was sadly ; 
nor did she turn away from the fond whisper of the Marchese Espineto. No, 
she had wrought herself up to suffer all with patience. Her lace veil had 
partially fallen aside, and disclosed the costly pearls wreathed in her glossy, 
raven hair. The eyes of all rested almost with devotion on the classic beauty 
of her features, but a low sob and a deep sigh were the tributes of admiration 
paid by one there; and Adeline well knew they came from her faithful 
attendant, who stood a little on one side, leaning against a pillar. 

The marriage service commenced—’the priest had read but a few sentences, 
when hurrying steps were heard at the farther end of the chapel, and hastily 
pushing aside those who would have interrupted his progress, Leon 
Carelmonte stood before the astonished group, and before they could recover 
from their surprise/he had clasped Adeline to his heart. 

“ Insolent! AVhat does this intrusion mean ? ” exclaimed Espincto, as he 
strove to disengage Adeline from his embrace. 

“ She is mine!” replied Leon—“mine by vows that heaven has regis¬ 
tered, and I will not part! ” 
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“ Oh, Leon, Leon, is this well ?” cried Adeline. “ Why are you come to 
make the path of duty still more difficult?” 

“Did I not say,” he rejoined, “that on this day I would see you—and 
have I not kept my tryst well ? ” 

The Marchese Albertini made a sign to his attendants to secure Leon. But 
his quick eye detected it, and his sword prevented all approach. 

“ This is no time for strife,” he said. “ Marchese^Albertini, there is a plot 
against you—your life is in peril! The conspirators are this night in arms 
against the government and state of Genoa! They are many iu number, 
powerful and well-armed, and you, from your wealth and known adherence to 
the state, will be one of their first victims. Hark! they are even now 
approaching!” 

“ It is but a trick to gain time,” replied the marchese, as he took his 
daughter’s hand and led het again to the altar, “ and were it not for this 
sacred place, my good sword should chastise your insolence !” 

A burning flush of anger mounted to the cheek of Leon, but it quickly 
subsided, and he controlled his ardent feelings. Once more the book was 
opened, but quickly closed again; for a loud and appalling shout from without 
mingled with shrieks and cries, seemed to shake the building, and bore fearful 
testimony to the truth of Leon’s warning. The marchese looked around him 
in amazement. Espineto would have seized his bride by the arm, but Leon 
prevented him. 

“ Why are you still here ? ” said Adeline, reproachfully. 

“ To save you, or to die with you ! ” he replied. 

The affrighted guests now fled in all directions. 

“ Secure the chapel door! ” cried the marchese. 

His order was instantly obeyed, and just in time, for in a few moments 
more it was shaken violently, and the tread of many feet was heard around 
the building, apparently endeavouring to discover an entrance, and the 
marchese’s name was heard mingled with threats. For a moment all was 
hushed—a deep groan burst from the lips of the Marchese Espineto, and he 
fell lifeless to the floor. A shot fired through a small loophole in the chapel 
had entered his body, and he had thus fallen a victim to lawless violence. 

“ Save the Lady Adeline! ” cried Leon. 

The marchese, warned by the spectacle before him, hesitated no longer, 

“Follow me,” said Leon. 

Adeline was supported by her father and the priest, and followed by Rita 
and two or three other domestics. They passed quickly through the door of 
the chapel which communicated with the mansion and hastened to the terrace 
—but how to pass the gardens was the difficulty. Breathless with terror they 
descended—the darkness favoured them. They heard voices around them, 
and they scarcely dared to breathe. Leon led the way, which was familiar to 
him even in the gloom which now enveloped it. Loud shouts of exultation 
behind them announced that the conspirators had effected an entrance into 
the marchese’s mansion, and they pressed onward with greater rapidity. They 
had just reached a part of the gardens communicating with the open road, 
but the gate was fast locked, and resisted their utmost efforts. The wall 
adjoining was, however, low, and partly broken down. This they were in 
the act of attempting to pass, when four men rushed upon them and com¬ 
manded them to desist. Leon drew his sword. 

“ On with the lady !” he cried, “forward, for your lives ! Ho not heed me 
—take the turning to the left,” he whispered. “ It will lead to the Strada 
dell’ Ilieta—look out for number seven—enter—and you are safe.” 

“ Brave youth,” replied the marchese, “ you shall not lose your life for us. 
And now to help. Villains, advance !” 

The foremost one discharged his pistol, which slightly wounded Leon in 
the arm, who rushed on him and laid him prostrate on the earth by a blow 
from his sword. The one engaged with the marchese was tall and powerful. 
But the marchese was an expert swordsman, and he parried his adversary’s 
strokes with admirable skill. 

Overcome with rage and passion, the man made a furious thrust at the 
marchese, who slipped dexterously aside, and watching his opportunity, 
buried his sword in the body of his opponent, who fell instantly to the ground. 
The other two who were attacking Leon, observing the fall of their companion, 
fled instantly. Voices were, however, heard in the distance, and apprehensive 
of being overpowered, Leon and the marchese hastened to gain the garden 
wall, over which the half insensible Adeline had been conveyed by her com¬ 
panions during the affray. They passed over it in safety, anci cautiously and 
silently they traversed the road leading to their place of shelter. (Occasionally 
shouts and loud cries came on their ears, borne by the wind as it swept past 
them, and they could yet see the torches flashing to and fro in the Albertini 
palace. The marchese sighed heavily, but his principal thoughts were of his 
daughter, and when at length he reached the house where she was, and clasped 
her unharmed to his heart, after all the perils of the night, his fortitude gave 
way and he wept tears of joy and thankfulness. 

Morning dawned on the little group, and found them still happier. Leon 
had brought them tidings that soon after their attack on the marchese’s 
mansion a body of troops belonging to the state had engaged and dispersed 
the mob, and the chief of the ringleaders were taken and in prison. Their 
whole plans had been betrayed to the government by one of their number, 
and measures had been taken to disconcert their schemes. But the govern¬ 
ment was unable to prevent the outrage at the marchese’s, owing to the 
attack commencing much earlier than was anticipated. It was the house of 
Leon to whicli the marchese and his daughter had been conducted, and 
which being situated in a retired part of the city, afforded them a secure 
asylum. Leon explained to the marchese that the cause of his being seen at 
a meeting of the conspirators was his anxiety to detach a dear and early 
friend from embarking in a ruinous and traitorous undertaking. His efforts, 
however, had been of no avail; yet to that friend he was indebted for his 
knowledge of the intended attack on the Albertini palace; and he had 
hastened thither to seek and save Adeline. 

A few days restored the marchese and his daughter to their homo; and the 


former was so sensible of Leon’s bravery, and of the services he had rendered, 
that his hostility towards him was entirely forgotten. As he was of good 
family, he no longer opposed him as the lover of his daughter; and Leon 
Carelmonte stood by the side of the beautiful Adeline, the envy of the 
proudest in Genoa. Convinced by the public service he had rendered, that 
the charge against him as a conspirator was wholly unfounded, the state 
made ample amends for its former suspicions and treatment. A command in 
the army was offered to his acceptance, and his skill and courage soon bid 
fair to establish a reputation for him by no means inferior to the position be 
had long before resolved to gain before claiming the Lady Adeline. The 
term of probation he had fixed upon to acquire fame and fortune was much 
shortened by his rapid rise. Before another summer blossomed forth in 
its beauty, the Albertini palace was again a scene of splendour, and Leon 
Carelmonte (as he had foretold) with the consent of her father, led La,dy 
Adeline to the altar—this time a willing bride, and happily united to her 
first and only love, for whose preservation she had been willing to yield up 
own happiness. L. T. T. 

THE OLD BROKEN STILE. 

The moon’s silver radiance was streaming He had reach’d the spot beforo me, 

Bright through the summer night; He was waiting there alone ; 

Like kind angels’ eyes were beaming And a flood of pure joy came o’er mo, 

The stars with their lustrous light; As ho whisper’d “ My darling one ! ” 

No sound reach’d my ear as I listen’d, Fair were the heavens above me, 

Intent, for the hour was late— Fair was the earth below, 

On the roses the dewdrops glisten’d, When those thrilling words, “ I love thee,” 

As I pass’d through the garden-gate; Were breathbd soft and’ low. 

Oh ! my heart it was quickly beating, Bright smiled the morn when he led me 
As I ran down the sliady lane, Through our ivy-grown porch ; 

For fast were the moments fleeting— Sweet flow’d his words when he wed mo 
And he in suspense and pain. In the old village church! [known, 

In the lilac bower, at the noontide hour, Now years have flown, and we’ve sorrow 

Without any thought of guile, Yet we oft converse with a smile 

I had promised that night, by the moon’s Of that summer, night, when the moon 
pale light, shone bright, 

To visit the old broken stile. And we met by the old broken stile. 

_ S. W. 

COUSINLY LOVE. 

Chapter X. 

Passing over Charles Angerstein’s journey and his sorrowful musings on 
the way, we will at once take him to his destination, where Sir Wdliana 
Northcote and his daughter had just finished dinner and were sitting by the 
fire when a servant announced him. Sir William arose and motioned him to 
a seat, and, bowing to his guest, proceeded to read the letter from Edward 
that Angerstein had brought. 

“ My nephew gives me to understand,” said Sir William, “ that I may 
expect some news, and from what I gather from his letter we had perhaps 
better be alone.” Charles assented by a bow. “ Allow me to show you the 
way into my library,” continued Sir William, opening the door and motioning 
Charles to precede him. 

With a sad heart Charles obeyed. The consciousness how bitter the tidings 
he bore would in all probability prove cost him a pang as ho gazed upon the 
fair brow of Caroline Northcote, and thought to himself how happy they all 
might have been if Edward had only remained constant to his cousin. 

“ Be seated, sir,” said Sir William, politely, but with strong marks of 
anxiety on his countenance; “ I trust that th? bad tidings you bring can at 
the worst be removed by pecuniary means ? ” 

“You must pardon me, sir, if I am too abrupt, but the communication I 
have to make is concerning your nephew’s marriage,” said Charles. 

“ My nephew’s marriage ! ” exclaimed Sir William, rising in astonishment. 
“Edward’s marriage! You must surely be under a mistake. Edward is 
engaged to his cousin, my daughter, and I have every reason to suppose that 
they are strongly attached.” 

“Nevertheless, it is for that reason I am here, Sir William. Edward, as 
you are aware, was my schoolfellow, and not liking to communicate his 
intended marriage by letter, and perhaps not daring to ask your permission 
personally, has delegated me to request it for him.” 

“He shall never have.it!” cried Sir William, vehemently; “and if he 
chooses to take another bride than my daughter, if he -wishes to alienate 
himself from the home of his childhood and from one who has been a father 
to him, let him take the consequences ! I will never see him again ! ” 

“ It is perhaps useless my attempting to persuade you-” began Charles, 

“ One moment,” interrupted Sir William. “ Tell me who is this woman 
who has fascinated him. Is it possible by any means to break it off ? ” 

“ The lady is my cousin, Sir William,” said Charles. “ Miss Clavering ——” 
“Pardon me, sir,” said the baronet, and sinking back in his chair he 
covered his face with his hands and wept. 

The object of the ambition of his later days, the union he had so long 
contemplated with pleasure that he had almost considered it already consum¬ 
mated, thus suddenly broken off, overpowered him, and as his hands were 
clasped over his face, Charles could perceive the bitter tears trickling from 
between his fingers. 

“ Sir William,” he said, rising, “ I have performed ray task, and a painful 
one you may perceive it has been to me; and if you will allow mo to see Miss 
Northcote, as I am the bearer of a letter to her from her cousin, I will now 
take my leave.” 

“ One moment, Mr. Angerstein, and we will not recur to the subject again. 
Will you be so good as to tell my nephew from me, that if he does marry 
without my consent, I will not see or hear from him again ? Tell him what 
you have seen; tell him, if he has any sense of affection or duty left in him, 
he will return here immediately; that if he does not, that the curse of an old 
man, his second father, will fall upon him. Tell him this. And now, sir, as 
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you have expressed a wish to see my daughter, and perhaps can break this to 
her better than a half heart-broken old man like me, you will find her in 
the dining-room ; I will remain here. I trust,” he added, “ that as it is so 
late, you will honour Northcote Hall so far as to remain here to-night. 
Although this marriage may rather damp our spirits, it must not prevent our 
exercising hospitality.” 

Charles bowed, and with the weight partly removed from his mind, though 
sensible that the worst part of his embassage remained, returned to the dining¬ 
room. 

Caroline Northcote had been little disturbed by tbe arrival of Charles. 
Edward’s frequent applications for money and his extravagance caused her 
to dread nothing except a pecuniary trouble, and easily imagined that 
Angerstein would prefer communicating it to Sir William alone than in her 
presence. She did not fear his inconstancy; she did not dream of it; she 
measured his affection by her own, and thought he could not be inconstant. 
When, however, Angerstein returned alone to the dining-room, a vague 
feeling of alarm took possession of her. 

“ My cousin is quite well, Mr. Angerstein ? ” she hastily asked. 

“ I left him in perfect health,” replied Charles. 

Caroline felt a sensation of relief, and begged Charles to be seated. 

I could not,” continued Charles, “ except at your cousin’s request, and 
from a feeling that I could perhaps discharge his mission better than he could 
himself, have undertaken the very painful task I have.” 

Caroline turned her dark eyes towards him, and gazed attentively on him. 

“ Tell me at once,” she said, “ what it is you mean. I am strong enough 
to bear anything— at least I think so; and this suspense is perhaps worse 
than the reality. What has my cousin done ? ” 

“lam the bearer of a letter from him,” said Charles, handing her Edward’s 
note, “ which perhaps may explain his wishes better than I could.” 

Charles watched her countenance as she hurriedly perused the letter; a 
crimson flush shot across her brow and rapidly disappeared. She read on, 
and then rose with a face so deadly pale that Charles, thinking she would 
faint, hastened towards her. Repelling hint, however, by a single gesture, she 
remained silent for a moment, as if striving for utterance. At length she said, 
“ You remain here to-night, sir, I believe. You shall have my reply to Mr. 
Northcote—to my cousin—to-morrow morning;” and, bowing, she left the 
room. 

Once in her own room the fortitude which she had displayed before Charles 
Angerstein disappeared, and for a short time she abandoned herself to unre¬ 
strained grief. The shock had been sudden. She never had even suspected 
that Edward could be inconstant to her; and, as a crowd of tumultuous 
thoughts thronged through her mind, she wondered at herself—she marvelled 
that the shock had not turned her brain. She never before knew the intensity of 
her affection to her cousin. Her love to him had always been deep and true; 
but up to the present time its current had run so smooth that she had not 
known the depth of it. And now he was to be married to another! The very 
thought was madness. She tried to collect her strength and reason against her 
grief ; but the thought he was another’s jarred and hustled reason from her 
brain. She could have endured to hear that he was dying, even that he was 
dead; and though her grief would have been intense, yet in her pride she 
would hardly have shed a tear — but that he was false—she thought she 
should go mad, and sat motionless in her chair, wondering if the confusion 
she felt in her mind was the precursor of madness, and almost wished it was, 
feeling a sort of satisfaction in the thought that in her madness she might 
forget her grief. And perhaps if she had had to contend with her intense 
sorrow at her slighted love alone, she might have gone mad ; but pride, that 
pride that formed the chief part of her character, rose to her assistance, and, 
gradually as she sat, a change came over her. Her love seemed turning into 
hate, her grief into revenge; and she felt that if Edward had been before her, 
she could have struck him dead. Her love urged her to tears, her pride to 
revenge; and pride, being the stronger, gradually gained the ascendancy. She 
felt he might despise her grief; she knew it was useless, and her pride 
revolted at the thought of unavailing tears. At length she became more 
composed, and her countenance assumed the rigidity of a marble statue, as she 
slowly and deliberately thought over plans for revenge—that revenge which 
had after a hard struggle banished love, and now sat triumphant on her brow. 
At last she rose, and, drawing her chair to the table, wrote the following 
betters:— 


“ Edward, —This sudden intelligence of your intended marriage took me 
by surprise. Doubtless our separation has dispelled the dream of your boyish 
love to me, as you say. I have no fears for myself; a few months will in all 
probability effect the same change in me. I fear, however, my father will 
not so easily forgive you. If any mediation of mine can effect a reconciliation 
between you, you may rely upon me. That you may be happy with your 
bride is the wish of your cousin Caroline.” 


To Viola, she wrote as follows :—“ I hear that you hesitate to accept my 
cousin Edward, as you have heard he was engaged to me. That hesitation 
does you honour. Rest, however, contented; our love was simply that of 
two children—cousins, and brought up together—a childish dream, dispelled 
at the first separation. Marry Edward, therefore, with a free conscience, and 
rest assured that his engagement to me is willingly broken off on both sides. 
After your marriage, I will gladly see you both, and renew my acquaintance 
with Edward as his cousin only.” 

As she wrote the last few lines, she felt she was writing the truth, for she 
now hated Edward Northcote with the same intensity as she had formerly 
loved him. 

Chapter XI. 


A year had rolled past since the events described in the last chapter 
took place. Edward and Viola were married, and Edward had succeeded 
to the baronetcy through the death of his uncle. Sir William died a 
few months after his nephew’s marriage; grief and disappointment had helped 


to bring him to the grave; but, to mark his sense of his nephew’s conduct, 
he had left all the property he could separate from the estates to his daughtor. 
Viola’s fortune, however, being ample, Sir Edward sold out of the army, and 
was now residing with his wife in London. Charles Angerstein went abroad 
immediately after Viola’s marriage. Although he had done his utmost to 
forward it, considering it conducive to her happiness, he felt he could not 
calmly see another in the possession of the prize he would have given worlds 
to have been able to claim as his own. 

It was a cold winter’s morning, and Sir Edward and Viola were seated at 
breakfast, Sir Edward leisurely reading the paper. The year which had 
passed had hardly made any difference in their appearance, except that Viola 
looked a shade more thoughtful than before her marriage. 

“ Edward,” said Viola, looking up from a letter she was reading, “ I have 
a letter from Charles. He purposes returning to England this day week. I 
suppose he will come here ? ” 

“I suppose so,” replied Sir Edward. “This day week? Why, that will 
be the night of the Mowbrays’ ball.” 

“Yes, and your cousin Miss Northcote will be there, as she is coming up to 
stop with the Mortons. It will be quite a family party. I long to see her. 
Do you know what I am thinking of? ” she continued, with a joyous laugh. 
“ W hat fun it would be if your cousin and Charley were to fall in love. Poor 
Charley! I am sure he ought to get married, instead of wandering about the 
continent all his life. 

“I think there is not the slightest possibility of that,” said Sir Edward, 
gravely; “ Angerstein is the last person my cousin would fall in love with.” 

“Do you know, Edward,” said Viola, still laughing, “ from the way in 
which you talk of your cousin, I’m half inclined to think that there is a little 
lurking regret that you chose me in preference to her.” 

“ I do not approve of such jests, Viola,” said Sir Edward, suddenly, 
putting down his newspaper; “for I suppose you intend what you say as 
a jest.” 

Viola was silent for a moment. “ My dear Edward,” she exclaimed, after 
a pause, “ you never supposed I meant anything else ; you could not imagine 
that I did.” 

“I could not, indeed,” said Edward, gravely; “but in future I must beg, 
nay, I must forbid, my cousin’s name being again mentioned joined with mine.” 

The first harsh words since their marriage ! Poor Viola felt them. What 
was it that stung Edward so deeply in Viola’s thoughtless words ? What 
was there in the memory of his cousin that caused this emotion ? Was it 
conscience, or was it any tender recollection of her which now galled him ? 
Time will show. 

“ Viola,” said Edward, after a pause ; “ I spoke too harshly, but you must 
be aware after what has passed that the mention of my cousin must be 
disagreeable to me.” 

Viola raised her face, smiling, though two rebellious tears quivered in her 
blue eyes. 

“ Say no more, Edward, dear. I was wrong to mention it; everything you 
do is right; but,” she added, hesitatingly, “ your cousin has written to say 
how glad she will be to meet you. Will you not go to the Mowbrays ? ” 

“Yes,” replied Sir Edward; “ though it will be painful to meet my cousin 
for the first time after Sir William’s death, yet I may as well meet her there 
as elsewhere.” Viola sighed, but made no reply. “ I have half a mind,” 
continued Sir Edward, muttering to himself, “ to go down into the country 
for a short time, until Caroline has finished her visit to the Mortons. What 
on earth can have made her leave Northcote Hall, I wonde£? Yet, I suppose 
it would be misinterpreted if I did.” 

“ Edward, dearest,” said Viola, rising, and laying her hand upon his arm, 
and looking with affection and anxiety into his face, “ you never have had 
any secrets from me since our marriage. Why do you object to meet your 
cousin ? Nothing could be kinder or more affectionate than her letters since 
our marriage.” 

“Viola,” said Sir Edward, vehemently, “you do not know her. You do 
not know—I mean,” he added, interrupting himself, seeing the colour rush 
from Viola’s cheeks, “ you must know that it could not be pleasant for me to 
meet my cousin after having once been engaged to her, even though I had 
such ail inducement as you to break off the match.” 

“ But, as it was broken off, Edward, with her consent,” said Viola, “ and 
in accordance with her own wishes expressed in her letter to me, I do not see 
why you should object to meet her, more especially as she is willing and 
anxious to meet.” 

“ I did not say I objected to meeting her, I only said it would be un¬ 
pleasant,” returned Sir Edward, doggedly. 

“ Still, I do not see how you can avoid it,” said Viola, “ mixing in the 
same society as she does. You must meet sooner or later.” 

“ Enough of this topic,” said Sir Edward, harshly ; “I have a right to my 
own likes and dislikes, and am not compelled to render my reasons for them.” 

Viola was astonished—-frightened at his vehemence. He had never spoken 
to her thus before, and his words pained deeply her sensitive nature. With¬ 
out saying more, however, she sat down, and endeavoured to prevent her 
emotion being visible to her husband. Sir Edward, however, without looking 
towards her, took up his newspaper again, and began reading. So the con¬ 
versation dropped, but not till the first seeds of bitterness had been sown,— 
that seed which none could tell whether it would spring up or not; it might 
be the cause of jealousy on Viola’s part; it might arouse Sir Edward’s past 
passion, for his cousin, and stir up ill-feeling between man and wife. The 
seed is sown—who can tell what crop will be reaped r 

Chapter XII. 

It was the first evening of Charles Angerstein’s return from the continent. 
He had declined at present taking up his abode with the Northcotes, although 
he had promised to go with them to the ball at the Mowbrays the next night; 
and, as he was slowly walking back to his hotel, after dining with them, 
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musing how sad Viola looked, wondering at the cause, and with the memory 
of his° undying love to her awakened in him, he was accosted by a female. 
Without replying to her salutation, Charles was hastening on, when, hap¬ 
pening to look back, he was astonished at the change which had come over 
the woman's face. Thinking, however, it was only his imagination, he hurried on 
till he reached the hotel. On arriving, he went up to his own room, and was 
still more surprised, on looking out of the window, to observe the same 
woman leaning against the lamp opposite the hotel door. He stood for a few 
minutes, and gazed out; as far as he could discern, the woman had her eyes 
fixed on his own form ; and, with a sensation of curiosity to know the reason 
of this strange espionage, he put on his hat, and again descended into the 
street. As he went out of the hotel, the woman rapidly crossed the street, 
and advanced to meet him. 

“ Your name is Angerstein,” she said, as she came up to him. “ Mr. Anger- 
stein, a friend of Mr. Edward Northcote’s ?” 

“ It is,” replied Charles, astonished at the recognition. “ But, who are 
you ? ” 

“Never mind my name for the present,” was the reply. “Do you wish to 
do a favour for Mr. Northcote ? ” 

“ Willingly,” said Charles ; “ but surely he cannot have sent you. Besides, 
I saw him this very evening,” he added, as a suspicion crossed his mind that 
the woman had perhaps accidentally heard his name, and that it might 
be a trap to ensnare him. 

, “ He does not know that I am here,” she said ; “ but still I repeat, you can 
confer a kindness on him, if you will listen to me.” 

“ What is it, then ? ” asked Charles. 

“We cannot talk here,” she replied, looking round. “ Follow me, and I 
will take you where we can; or,” she added rather sarcastically, “ if you are 
afraid, I will follow you wherever you wish.” 

Charles hesitated; he could not take her into his hotel; but there was 
something in the woman’s manner that made him think she was not an 
impostor. So he bade her lead the way. Without replying, she walked 
rapidly on for some distance, and then, turning down one of those small bye 
streets that lead out of our great thoroughfares, she paused before a miserable- 
looking house. Still in silence, the woman knocked and the door was opened, 
when she led the way upstairs into a small sitting-room, where, throwing off 
her bonnet, she disclosed her features—haggard, but still young and beautiful. 

“You do not remember me,” she said, looking at Charles attentively. 
“Well, no wonder. You could have only seen me once or twice when you 
visited Northcote. I never forget a face, and knew you the instant you passed 
me in the street.” 

“ And now that I am here,” said Charles, “ what have you to tell me ? ” 

“ This,” replied the woman. “ If Edward Northcote is your friend, go to 
him to-morrow and tell him that unless Jane Sedley has an answer to her 
letter by to-morrow evening, it will be the worse for him; for, as sure as I 
am a living woman, I will execute the threats I have uttered in that letter.” 

“ But,” said Charles, in astonishment, “ I cannot take such a message as 
that. For all I know, this may be an attempt to extort money from Sir 
Edward.” 

“ Ay, Sir Edward ! ” repeated the woman, passionately. “ I had forgot the 
old man was dead. Well, sir, you will not take my message without knowing 
what I mean ? ” 

“ I do not wish to know your secrets,” said Charles, more gently; “but I 
cannot take your message without feeling more—more that-” 

“That I am not an impostor,” said the woman. “Finish your sentence. 
Well,” she added, after a moment’s thought, “perhaps it is better you should 
know, you may plead my cause better. Plead, did I say ? ” she exclaimed 
vehemently. “ I should have said, enforce my demands. My story is soon 
told,” she continued, with a scornful smile. “ I do not doubt but that like 
the rest of them you will only laugh, and tell me it is an old tale, and still 
older trick; but, as sure as there is One above us, that child you see there,” 
pointing to a wretched cradle that stood in the corner, “ is the heir to Sir 
Edward Northcote, and as certain I am by rights Lady Northcote. I don’t 
look much like a lady, do I ? ” she added, scornfully, seeing Charles’s 
astonishment. 

Charles started back in surprise and horror. “ What proofs of this wretched 
tale have you ? ” he cried. 

“ That’s where it is,” said the woman (who in future must be called Jane 
Sedley). “ If I could prove it, I should not be here. But though I cannot 
prove it, it will not be very pleasant, will it, for- Sir Edward, or Lady 
Northcote that is, if I make the whole circumstances known ? But I have not 
told you who I am yet. Before Sir Edward went into the army, while he 
was living down at Northcote with his old uncle, he used to find it rather 
pleasant, I suppose at least he thought so, to make a little love to a poor girl 
as I was then. I used to live not far from the old Hall, and we used to meet 
frequently. Often he tried to seduce me from my home; but I—I was 
resolute, and see what it has brought me to now,” she said, with a look of 
concentrated rage and scorn round the room. “ At last, however, he proposed 
marriage—a secret marriage, and even that I refused for some time, unless 
he could get his uncle’s consent. However, he persuaded me, and we were 
married; and a month afterwards he took me up to London and then left me.” 

Horror seemed to curdle the blood in Charles Angerstein’s veins as he 
listened to Jane Sedley’s wretched history. At length he said, “ Have you 
any proofs of your marriage? ” 

“None at present, except myself,” replied Jane. “ I followed him to York, 
and then it was he told me it was a pretended marriage, confessed he had 
deceived me, told me it would be better for me to keep it quiet, and gave me 
—yes, gave me—twenty pounds.” 

“ And since then what have you done ? ” asked Charles. 

“ I went down to the village where the marriage was performed, and they 
told me the old clergyman was dead. I looked in the register, and found 
nothing; but it might have been cut out. Money will do anything.” 


“ Were there no witnesses ?” asked Charles. “ Was no one present at the 
time ? ” 

“One man,” replied Jane Sedley, “and he—for I found him after some 
difficulty—said it was a false marriage, and that the clergyman was no clergy¬ 
man ; but no one could have acted the part as he did. I am myself convinced 
I am lawfully his wife; but as I cannot prove it, and stand a chance of 
starving, I wrote to him yesterday to say I would leave the country, and go 
to Australia if he would give me one hundred pounds to prevent my starving 
when I get there. And as you are his friend you had better do it; for if he 
does not, by the day after Lady Northcote shall know it all.” 

Horror-struck at the idea of Viola ever learning this wretched tale, though 
at the same time convinced by an earnestness in the woman’s manner that it 
was true, Charles took a hasty leave of her, and returned to his hotel. 

Chapter XIII. 

After a restless night, Charles went early to call upon the Northcotes; but 
early as he was he found them both away from home, and not expected back 
till the evening, when he was to accompany them to Mrs. Mowbray’s ball. 

With a heavy heart, therefore, Charles deferred his interview with Sir 
Edward and returned to his hotel. His first act was to dispatch a note to 
Jane Sedley’s address, informing her that Sir Edward was away from home; 
but that he had little doubt she would receive the amount by the next 
evening. This done, he sat for some time thinking over her tale, how he 
might break it to Edward with as much delicacy as possible. Grief, and a 
sense of bitter disappointment at his friend’s conduct, mingled themselves in 
his thoughts, and he remembered how little Edward deserved to be trusted 
with such a treasure as Viola, if he could thus ruthlessly break his plighted 
faith, and deceive another woman in the way he had deceived Jane Sedley. 

Although she was in an humbler sphere of life he felt that that was no 
extenuation of Edward’s crime; and of the strictest sense of honour and 
integrity himself, he could not imagine how any man could thus betray a 
woman; and he thought that all confidence in his friend was gone—nay, 
that he could hardly look upon him in the light of a friend any longer after 
the disclosure of the previous evening. 

Edward’s conduct towards his cousin he had put down as simply a childish 
passion for her, which time had removed, and while he blamed him he judged 
mildly; but this, this was dishonourable in the extreme. A pretended 
marriage !—Charles felt indignant at the thought. 

His greatest consolation in Viola’s marriage had been that he thought he 
was giving her to an honourable man, his friend, and one who would value 
her as she deserved; but now he felt that consolation gone. The only thing 
he could determine on was that Viola must never know her husband’s crime 
—that it must be his duty to watch over her and protect her from this as he 
would a sister. She could never now be more than a sister to him, and he 
felt some slight tinge of happiness in calling her by that name, and he 
determined that although he could never trust Edward again, yet for Viola’s 
sake he would still remain his friend. 

Perhaps Edward would repent of the wickedness of his earlier days; 
perhaps he had even then repented; and at * the thought, in his generous 
nature, he half blamed himself for the harshness with which he had judged 
him. 

While Charles was thus thinking over and determining his plans for the 
future, the day passed rapidly on, until surprised at finding it so late, and 
after partaking of a hasty dinner, he rose and dressed for the Mowbrays’ 
ball. He had made up his mind not to speak to Sir Edward till the following 
day upon the subject of Jane Sedley, and not to let him perceive any altera¬ 
tion in his manner towards him. Not trusting himself to join the Northcotes, 
as had been originally proposed, he proceeded at once to Mrs. Mowbray’s 
mansion in a hired conveyance. 

Mrs. Mowbray’s rooms were filled when Charles Angerstein arrived; but 
after speaking a few words of salutation to his hostess, he looked round and 
perceived that the Northcotes bad not yet come. He was leaning against the 
door waiting their arrival, when he perceived a young lady seated on the 
other side of the room, whose face he thought he knew. While he was 
hesitating their eyes met, and she bowed; and Charles recognising Caroline 
Northcote, immediately crossed over and addressed her. 

“ It is a long time since I had the pleasure of seeing Miss Northcote,” he 
said. “ I was not aware that you were in town.” 

“ I only arrived yesterday,” replied Caroline, “on a visit to my friend Mrs. 
Morton, a very old friend of my father’s. I could not resist her invitation. 
You do not know, perhaps, I was always very fond of London ?” 

“ I see that they arc commencing a waltz,” said Charles. “ If you are not 
engaged,-” 

Caroline arose, and a few moments afterwards they were whirling round 
the room in that enchanting dance. 

The waltz was just over, and Caroline was leaning on Charles’s arm when 
the Northcotes were announced. Charles felt his partner’s hand, which was 
resting on his arm, tremble for a second—but it was only for a second. 

“ You have not met your cousin since his marriage, I think,” said Charles, 
“ consequently you do not know Lady Northcote. Will you let me introduce 
you ? You are aware, perhaps, that she is my cousin ? ” 

Caroline assented, and they advanced across the room to where the North¬ 
cotes, who had just arrived, were standing. 

While Caroline was being introduced to his wife, Edward was struck by the 
appearance of his cousin; her features were flushed by the exercise of dancing 
and he thought he had never seen her look so radiantly beautiful; moreover’ 
her bearing towards him was well calculated to remove any uneasiness he 
might have felt at meeting her. A few words of affectionate greeting were 
all that passed; but they were so free from restraint, that Edward’s fears were 
totally banished, and he began to believe that the words she had used in her 
letter to him before his marriage, “ That a few months would effect the same 
change in her,” had proved true. 
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There seemed a shade of uneasiness, perhaps unhappiness, on Viola’s coun¬ 
tenance, when she entered the room. It might have been anxiety for her 
husband, thinking that he was uncomfortable at the thoughts of meeting his 
cousin, which had the effect of rendering her less charming than she was 
naturally; and Caroline, although she greeted her affectionately, could not 
help mentally comparing her own charms with Viola’s; and her heart beat 
proudly at the thought that she was superior at least to her successful rival 
in that. After a short conversation, Sir Edward led his cousin off to join the 
dancers, and Charles remained with Viola. 

“Miss Northcote is very beautiful—is she not?” said Charles, after a 
pause. 

“ Very* indeed,” replied Viola, listlessly; but watching Sir Edward and his 
cousin as they whirled round in the dance. 

“Will you not dance?” asked Charles; “you used to be very fond of it 
at York.” 

“Not at present, Charles,” she replied; “ I had rather remain seated.” 

“ What is the matter with you this evening, Viola ?” he asked. “ I never 
saw you looking so unhappy, so unlike yourself.” 

“ Do I ?” said Viola, smiling. “ It is the heat of the rooms, I suppose; 
but notwithstanding the heat, I will dance the next dance with you.” 

The waltz was over, and Sir Edward and his cousin were walking down 
the room, Caroline looking superbly beautiful; she seemed to surpass herself; 
and her dark eyes flashed with triumph as she leant upon Sir Edward’s arm. 
As they passed the corner where Charles and Viola were seated, Viola 
distinctly heard Miss Northcote say to her cousin, “ Lady Northcote is not so 
surpassingly beautiful as I had been led to believe,, Edward.” 

“ Oh ! Viola,” replied Sir Edward, carelessly ; “ she seems unhappy about 
something to-night. Poor thing! she-” 

His words died away as they passed, but the tone of indifference in which 
they had been uttered sank deep into Viola’s heart. From that moment she 
felt that her only wish was to get away—to go home, and she tinned so 
deadly pale that Charles Angerstein could not help noticing it. 

u You are unwell to-night, Viola,” said he, “ whatever you may say to the 
contrary. You had better go home ; come quietly out of the room with me. 
I will sec you to your carriage and then fetch your husband.” 

Viola rose, and supported by his arm quitted the room; after some little 
difficulty Charles had her carriage brought up, and placing her in it returned 
to the ball room. “ Lady Northcote is unwell,” he said, as he walked up to 
where Sir Edward and his cousin were standing, “ and wishes to return home. 
I have seen her to the carriage, where she is awaiting you.” 

“ Unwell! ” cried Sir Edward, “ how excessively annoying ! What is the 
matter with her ? Some folly, I suppose.” 

“ Is Lady Northcote very unwell ? ” asked Caroline, turning her dark eyes 
upon Charles. 

“She is very faint,” replied Charles. “But,” he added, coldly, turning 
to Sir Edward, “if you wish to remain here I will see Lady Northcote 
home.” 

“ Will you, Charles ? ” cried Sir Edward. “ I shall be very much obliged 
to you—I dare say there is nothing much the matter with her.” 

Charles walked away. Looking back, as he left the room, he perceived Sir 
Edward and his cousin joining in the dance again, as if no such person as 
Viola existed. Without further delay, however, he returned to the carriage 
in which Viola was seated. “Edward is dancing,” he said, entering the 
carriage, “ and has asked me to see you home. I told him,” he added, kindly, 
^‘that it was only a slight faintness.” 

Viola sighed and thanked him, and the carriage rolled rapidly home. 

Chapter XIV. 

Early the next morning Charles went to the Northcotes, and was fortunate 
enough to find Sir Edward alone in the breakfast-room. “ Where is Lady 
Northcote this morning ?” asked Charles, after the first salutations were over. 

“ Oh ! she is still in her room—she is rather unwell this morning,” replied 
Sir Edward, carelessly. “By the bye, what was the matter with her 
last night ? ” 

“ Did not Viola tell you r ” said Charles, coldly. 

“ Oh! she told me something about the heat of the room being too much 
for her; but that must be nonsense, as the room was not hotter than usual,” 

“I suppose Viola knows best,” said Charles, in the same tone.' “ I know 
no more than Bhe does.” 

Sir Edward felt the blood rushing to his cheeks as he quailed before Charles 
Angerstein’s steadfast glance. A pause ensued which both felt most painful. 
Charles sat uneasily revolving the best way to commence his communication 
concerning Jane Sedley. At length Sir Edward said, “We had a very 
pleasant ball last night. Did you not think so ? ” 

“ I am glad you found it so,” replied Charles, gravely. “ I, for my part, 
•did not think so.” 

“Why, what is the matter with you this morning?” cried Sir Edward, 
laughing uneasily. “ Did some fair damsel reject your addresses last night, 
or were you disappointed at having to leave so early with Viola ? I really 
was much obliged to you. I did not feel much inclined to go home myself.” 

“Neither,” said Charles. “Edward,” he continued, “I have come to 
speak to you on a very disagreeable subject, and am glad to avail myself of 
Viola’s absence. The night before last, as I was returning to my hotel from 
your house, I met a woman who called herself Jane Sedley.” 

Edward started at the name. “ What of her ? ” he said, hurriedly. 

“ You know her then ? ” said Charles, sadly. “ I had hoped that perhaps 
it might not have been true.” 

“ I do know a woman named Jane Sedley,” said Sir Edward, haughtily, 
“and no doubt she told you a pretty story about me, and you believed her; 
nevertheless I do not feel bound to listen to your reproaches.” 

“ I did not come to reproach you,” said Charles; “ nothing could have been 
further from my thoughts. I came with the kindest intentions, and nothing 


but the extreme urgency of the case should have induced me to broach the 
subject to you ; this you, who have been my friend and known me intimately 
for so long, ought to know as well as I do.” 

“ I suppose the woman wants some more money, and has chosen you for 
her ambassador, and that this is the prelude to her request,” said Sir Edward, 
moodily. 

“ Whatever you may say shall not tempt me to quarrel with you,” replied 
Charles, quietly. “ I have known you too long for that. What I have to 
say, I say to save you from any unpleasant consequences.” 

“ Well, and what does she want ? ” said Sir Edward, impatiently. “ We are 
a long time coming to the point.” 

“ Listen, then, and you shall hear,” said Charles. “ Jane Sedley told me 
that you had been privately married to her. Whether this be true or false I 
know not; yet, much as I may pity the unfortunate woman, for Viola’s sake 
I hope and pray her tale is false ; but, false or true, Jane Sedley says, that 
unless you send her the amount she has written to you for, Lady Northcote 
shall know all.” 

“ Curse her ! ” exclaimed Sir Edward, vehemently. “ If I send her this 
she will only want more when it is gone. Come, old fellow,” he said, changing 
his tone, “ what would you advise me to do ? I dare say you have been in 
the same predicament, sober-minded as you seem, if the truth be known?” 

“ Never,” replied Charles, resolutely; “and, I trust, never shall be. I do 
not pretend to any extreme virtue; but such a thing as this I never could do. 
I look upon it as the most dishonourable thing a man could do.” 

“ I do not want a sermon,” said Sir Edward, sullenly. “ If you do not choose 
to give me your advice, say so.” 

“ I do not know how to advise you,” he replied. “ I only know one side 
of the case, the woman’s story. If that be true- 

“ It is an infamous lie,” exclaimed Sir Edward, “ from beginning to end ! 
I certainly did persuade her to come up to London with me, but I never 
married her.” 

“Thank Heaven, for Viola’s sake!” exclaimed Charles. “The greatest 
weight is off my mind. The best advice, then, I can give you is to let her 
have the money.” 

“But,” cried Sir Edward, “she will only want some more in a few weeks.” 

“ She says she will leave the country,” said Charles. 

“ Yes, but who is to know whether to believe her or not ? ” said Sir Edward. 
“ Curse her ! I would give her ten times the amount to leave the country for 
good, and add my prayers in addition, in hopes they might sink her on the 
way.” 

“ Oh, Edward! ” exclaimed Angerstein, “ do not speak thus of the woman 
whose only fault has been to believe you, whose only sin was loving you— 
you, who have, by your own confession, deceived her—you, but for whom 
she might have lived virtuously in her own station of life.” 

“ Have done,” said Sir Edward, fiercely. “ As I said before, I will not be 
preached to by any one.” 

“And, as I said before, I will not quarrel with you, whatever you may say,” 
returned Charles. “ If you take my interference in ill part, I cannot help it; 
it is meant solely for your good, and for Viola’s. What answer, then, shall 
this unfortunate woman receive ? ” 

“ I must send her the money, I suppose,” was the sullen reply; “but only 
on condition that your protegee will leave the country.” 

“ I fully believe that that is her intention,” said Charles, disregarding the 
sneer with which the last words were spoken ; “ and you may rely upon my 
keeping your secret inviolate. I hope and trust,” he added, “ that when you 
think over what has passed, you will not deem the worse of me for the part I 
have taken in it. When we meet next,” he said, holding out his hand, “ we 
shall meet as friends I trust, at least, if we do not, the fault will not be on my 
side.” 

Edward took the proffered hand, but sullenly ; and Charles could scarcely 
restrain a shudder as he pressed the hand of the man, who had once been 
amongst his dearest friends, but whom, despite his efforts to the contrary, he 
could now hardly refrain from abhorring. Sir Edward’s cool heartlessness 
through the whole of the conversation—the manner in which he spoke of 
the woman whom he himself had ruined—had disgusted Charles, and gone 
far to alienate him from his friendship. His esteem for him was already 
lost. 

The time may come when Edward Northcote will bitterly rue that he has 
lost the esteem of Charles Angerstein; the esteem of such men should be 
cultivated and cherished, not abandoned with carelessness. 

Chapter XV. 

Mrs. Morton, the friend with whom Caroline Northcote had now taken up 
her abode for the London season, was a passionate admirer of music, and was 
in the habit of very frequently having musical re-unions, at which it was her 
delight to crowd as many amateur performers as she could collect into her 
salons; and Caroline, being an accomplished musician, was consequently a 
great acquisition to her hostess. 

Invitations having been sent out for one of these parties, at which a more 
numerous attendance than usual was expected, Caroline was seated alone one 
morning in the drawing-room, practising some songs that she intended singing 
that evening, Mrs. Morton being out making calls, when Sir Edward North¬ 
cote was announced. Caroline felt her heart beat with a sensation she had 
rarely experienced before. She had not met her cousin since the night of the 
Mowbrays’ ball; and there, in a crowded ball-room, there was less restraint 
in meeting him than she would have felt elsewhere, but she had not expected 
to.have met him alone so soon ; and the thought of a tete-d-tele caused her a 
mixed feeling of pleasure and pain. However, she rose wlion he entered, and 
advanced with composure to meet him. 

Sir Edward likewise, on his part, had not anticipated finding himself alone 
with his beautiful cousin; he would not have felt uncomfortable in Mrs. 
Morton’s presence, and he had not calculated the possibility of her being out 
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'when he called. His cousin’s affectionate greeting, -however, removed his 
embarrassment, and he cordially saluted her. 

“ I expected to sec Mrs. Morton,” he said, after a few moments’ conversa- 
iion. “ Is she not at ho me ? ” 

“ No ; Mrs. Morton is out,” replied Caroline. “ However, I am glad you 
are come. It ie a long time since we have been alone.” 

“ It is, indeed,” replied Edward. “We have not met, except at the 
Mowbrays, since I left Northcote.” 

Caroline felt her cheeks flush ; and she longed to ask him how he dared to 
mention times past to her. Restraining herself, however, she said, “ Has 
Lady Northcote recovered from her indisposition ? What was the matter with 
tier the other evening ? ” 

“ Not much, I believe,” was the careless reply; “ the rooms were too hot 
for her, that was all.” 

His careless tone did not escape his cousin’s observation. • Caroline 
perceived it at once, and replied, “ Ho you know, Edward, I do not much 
admire your choice. Lady Northcote is not so very lovely as she was 
described; I think you might have found a wife more suited to you.” 

It was Sir Edward’s turn now to feel the burning blood rush into his cheeks. 
Caroline’s blow had told well. He felt that if he had chosen another, and 
that one his cousin, he might have been more happy. To cover his embar¬ 
rassment, he changed the conversation, which he felt he could not continue, 
by saying, “ But you were singing when I came in, were you not ? You 
would not refuse me if I asked you to go on r I should very much like to 
hear you sing again.” 

■ “ Will you accompany me if I do ? ” said Caroline, hardly able to restrain 
her triumphant feelings ? 

“ I have not sung since I last saw you at Northcote,” he replied. “ I half 
fancy that I have forgotten how to sing; however, I will try my best if it 
is only to hear you.” 

“ what shall we sing ? ” asked Caroline, sitting down at the piano, and 
turning carelessly over the music. Sir Edward made his selection. 

“ Will this do ? ” he said. “ I think I remember my part.” 

“ Oh yes,” replied Caroline ; “ it is an old favourite of mine. It is what 
we used often to sing together.” 

Caroline was altogether an excellent musician; and excelled above all, in 
the management of a rich soprano voice. Of this pre-eminenee of her 
power she was perfectly conscious, and exerted herself to the utmost on this 
occasion. 

Sir Edward likewise was very fond of music, and really sang well; but now 
it was as much as he could easily do to get through his part. He had chosen 
a beautiful duet, which was an old favourite of his, and Caroline knew it, 
and put all the expression she was capable of into her part. She uttered her 
beautiful solo portions, with a mixture of half passion, half tenderness, which, 
while it was proper for the part and well became her, thrilled through Sir 
Edward, and made him oblivious of everything except the fair singer. 

There is perhaps no time when a beautiful woman, who is a good musician, 
appears to greater perfection than when she is singing, and Caroline looked 
radiantly beautiful, and inspired Sir Edward, when he gazed ardently upon 
her, with a feeliTig of almost intolerable anguish, when he remembered that 
she was now lost to him for ever. Caroline, too, seemed conscious of a like 
sensation; for when, at his request, hfter she had sung several other songs, 
they recommenced the duet which they had first sung, she, after a few notes 
in her part, stopped suddenly and burst into tears. 

“ Caroline, dearest Caroline, what is the matter with you ? ” cried Sir 
Edward, taking her hand, which she passively surrendered to him. 

“ It is nothing!—nothing ! ” she exclaimed. “ I do not know what made 
me so foolish; but I had not sang that song for so long a time before to-day, 
that—that it was too much for me; hut Edward, you had better go—go 
now—as-” 

“HdVe I offended you, Caroline ? Forgive me!” cried Sir Edward,raising 
his hand to her lips. 

“Not offended me, Edward; but you had better go, indeed you had. 
Mrs. Morton will return almost immediately, and I must be alone to recover 
myself fully. Another time,” she added, half smiling, “ we will renew our 
singing lessons again; but go now.” 

And Edward did go; but not until he had pressed another fervent guilty 
kiss upon her unresisting hand—guilty—because she was now irrevocably 
lost to him. 

He walked home with the memory of his past love fully afbused, and 
fanned into a fresher, brighter flame, cursing himself for his folly in having 
ever even for a moment forgotten it. 

The moment the door closed upon him a perfect change came over 
Caroline’s countenance, and her look of triumph returned. “It is well so 
far,” she murmured to herself. “ I was not forgotten I see, only eclipsed 
for the time ; and now my turn has come again. Poor fool! ” 

Had Edward Northcote seen that change of countenance, and heard those 
words, his love, first awakened, might have changed into fear. 

Chapter XYI. 

Weeks rolled by; at balls and parties, at flower-shows, and horticultural 
fetes, at concerts and the opera, everywhere through the gay season of 
London did Sir Edward Northcote again and again meet his cousin. The 
admired among the many beautiful, the acknowledged belle of the season, she 
moved on her way, attracting many by her beauty and wealth, but out of the 
many selecting none. Her object was not yet accomplished. She, Caroline 
Northcote, choose a husband!—nothing could be farther from her wishes, her 
intention. Possessed of riches, beauty, everything which could make life 
enjoyable, she did not wish to barter her freedom for any fresh ties. Moreover 
she was pursuing one object she had in view witli fixed, dogged resolution; 
if she had seen the whole world at her feet she would have rejected it sooner 
than lay aside for a second her steadfast purpose. 


Sir Edward’s love for his beautiful cousin increased more and more every 
day; he felt it had been subdued, not quenched, before the chaste loveliness 
of Viola Clavering, and now it hlazed faster, brighter, and more intense than 
before. Caroline, his cousin, the woman he had slighted, whom he had care¬ 
lessly thrown on one side, whose affections he had so ruthlessly disregarded, 
she now was the object of his adoration, and she was now beyond his reach— 
a just retribution for his perfidy! 

A thousand times each day did he reason in his own mind against his now 
guilty love, and try to banish it from his thoughts, but in vain, it returned 
stronger than before. A thousand times did he reproach himself for his faith¬ 
lessness to her, and ask himself what he could have seen in Viola to make him 
forget his cousin. Viola, his wife, whom he now felt that he loathed, whom 
he deemed the obstacle between him and the object of his affections—poor 
loving Viola, whose disposition, whose existence was love itself, who hung 
upon every word that fell from his lips, who, though she could not help 
observing his increased coldness to her, loved him still,'and forgave him, and 
cherished the hope (alas, in vain !) that by her unchanging affection to him, 
she might regain his. Poor Viola ! she was the last woman who was fitted to 
bear the harshness, the coldness with which Sir Edward now treated her! 

“I suppose you are going to the horticultural fete, to-day,” said Sir 
Edward to his wife one morning towards the close of the season/ 

“ Are you going, Edward ? ” was Viola’s reply. 

“ Am I ? Yes, of course I am,” said Sir Edward, “ a beautiful day like this. 

Besides-” He paused; the words, “my cousin Caroline will be there,” 

were on his lips, but he stopped ir^time, though not before Viola had partly 
guessed what was to follow. 

They went to Chiswick, Sir Edward accompanying his wife in an open 
carriage. The beauty of the day, the excitement of the drive, and the pleasure 
of enjoying her husband’s company alone—a pleasure she had had but rarely 
of late—all had their effect upon the native buoyancy of Viola’s disposition ; 
she soon forgot and forgave the words which Sir Edward had nearly uttered 
before they started, and could think of nothing but the full enjoyment of the 
drive. She talked to her husband freely, gaily, as she used to do, and as’Sir 
Edward, joyous in the anticipation of meeting his cousin, answered in the 
same strain, Viola was happy. 

I “ Will the Mowbrays be there to-day, Edward ? ” she asked. 

“ I don’t exactly know,” he replied ; “ the Mortons will be there, I believe, 
and young Mowbray, my old brother officer, with them.” 

“ Oh, I am glad of that,” said Viola joyously; “ he used to be a great 
favourite of mine. When we were at York I used to meet him at most pf our 
pleasant parties there.” 

At the recollection of how happy the past used to be, Viola could not 
restrain a sigh. 

“ And is not the London season pleasant, too? ” asked Sir Edward, coldly, 
selfishly displeased at the tone in which Viola had spoken. “ It seems you 
regret the times at York.” 

“ Not regret them, certainly,” said Viola, “ but I look back to them with 
great pleasure ; for did I not first meet you there ? ” And she looked up to 
her husband’s face with an expression almost angelic. 

Sir Edward coloured, but made no reply, and the rest of the ride passed 
in silence. 

The Northcotes, the Mowbrays, and the Mortons, were soon the nucleus of 
a gay party, at that brilliant horticultural fete, and the dejeuner gave 
universal satisfaction. Young Mowbray was r there, in company with 
with many others paying attention to the rich and beautiful Miss Northcota 
— all of them in a lesser or greater degree different varieties of moths, who 
fluttered round the light which attracted them, but only to the detriment of 
their own wings; for Caroline, though courteous to all, favoured none of 
them. Gay and animated was the scene, and even Viola for the time felt her 
depression of spirits removed, and she made no objections when a water party 
up the river to Richmond was projected, the carriages being ordered to meet 
the boats at the bridge, more especially, as by Mrs. Morton’s arrangement, 
Sir Edward, much to his own chagrin, was allotted to the same boat as 
herself. 

Sir Edward alone seemed put out, as, seated by his wife, he moodily gazed 
on the boat in which his cousin Caroline was, and which was some way in 
advance of them. He could see that she was laughing and talking gaily with 
Mr. Mowbray, and he felt chagrined that another should occupy that seat, 
which he would have given worlds to have had the right to claim as his own. 
His ill-humour, however, did not communicate itself to the rest of the party ; 
and, laughing and chatting, they urged the rowers to catch up the boat in 
advance, when suddenly they were astounded at a cry which burst from Sir 
Edward’s lips. In an instant, following his gaze, they perceived what had 
happened;. the boat in front had capsized, and the whole of its occupants were 
in the water. Urging the rowers to their fullest speed, they hurried alarmed 
to the spot. Fortunately, however, it was in a narrow part of the river, and 
before they reached it, the whole party save one were standing dripping on 
the bank, and that one was Caroline Northcote. 

The instant he perceived his cousin’s danger, Sir Edward, without hesi¬ 
tation, sprang from the boat he was in, and with rapid strokes advanced to 
where his cousin was struggling in the water; and, before any assistance 
could be given him, he had placed her in safety with the rest of the party on 
the bank, where, after some little time, the attentions and restoratives of her 
friends recalled Caroline to life. The whole had passed almost in a moment, 
and Miss Northcote was already sitting up when the crew of the second boat 
arrived. 

“How did it happen ? ” exclaimed Mrs. Morton, hurrying up the moment 
she landed. 

“Oh, Mr. Mowbray was leaning over to reach some water-lilies among the 
weeds for Miss Northcote,” answered one; “ and he lost his balance, and over¬ 
set us.” 

“But you will all get your death of cold!” exclaimed Mrs. Morton, 
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anxiously. “ What will you do to get back to town, my dear Miss North- 
cotc ? I hope you arc better now ? ” 

“ Oh, I am quite able now to go to the Star and Garter for a change of 
dress,” replied Caroline. “ But,” she added, turning with a grateful smile to 
Sir Edward, “ if it had not been for my cousin’s timely assistance it might 
have been different.” 

“ I shall never forgive myself for my awkwardness,” said Mowbray, who 
was standing dripping with water near them. 

Sir Edward felt he could have worshipped him for th at awkwardness. Had 
it not given him the opportunity of saving his cousin, and by that given him 
a claim on her gratitude ; and, that established, what might not follow ? 

The whole party made the best of their way to the hotel, whence, after 
procuring what dry clothes they were able, they returned to town. 

(To be continued.) 

COME AND MEET ME, MAIDEN MINE! 

Come and meet me, maiden mine, When the noisy wheel is still, 

Down by the old stone well; And the birds all seek their nest; 

’Neath the moon’s transplendent shrine, When the miller leaves his mill, 

My tale of love I’ll tell. And the busy world’s at rest; 

Fairest, dearest, list to me, Come and meet me, maiden mine, 

The boundless love of my true heart Down by the old stone well, 

Is fondly plighted unto thee, And there, in solitude sublime, 

Oh ! dearest, say we’ll never part. My tale of love I’ll tell. 

Fairest, dearest, I am thine: Fairest, dearest, I am thine : 

Oh, come and meet me, maiden mine ! Oh, come and meet me, maiden mine ! 

M. L. M. 

LUCILLE; OR, THE LOST CHILD. 

Chapter XXVII. 

Poor Madeline, who shall portray her distress, or what language can give 
expression to her misery! When the diligence drew up to change horses, she 
had descended from the vehicle, intending merely to seek to overcome the 
giddiness which depressed her by breathing the fresh air, and by a change of 
position, which the opportunity seemed to offer; but her giddiness increased 
as she alighted from the diligence, and she tottered towards the house, in 
attempting to mount the steps, of which her strength entirely failed her. 
She felt herself falling, and to save herself, endeavoured to reach an iron 
palisade which surmounted the steps; she had not time before she became 
insensible, and fell heavily against the rails. She was carried into the house, 
where she recovered but from one fainting fit to fall again into insensibility; 
and on sending for a surgeon, it was discovered that in her fall her arm had 
struck violently against the iron railings, and was broken. 

Madeline, feverish and unconscious, after the fractured limb was set was 
conveyed to bed, and not till the night had far advanced was she aware of 
being in a strange place. She looked wildly round the room, and seeing a 
woman dozing on a chair by the fire, demanded in an alarmed voice where 
the child was. 

The woman, who knew nothing of any child and thinking she raved, 
understanding she had fever, and having been told by the doctor she was to 
be kept free as possible from excitement, replied carelessly, “ Safe, madame, 
quite safe; and now you are awake, let me give you this composing 
draught.” 

‘GVhat is the matter with me ?” cried the bewildered young woman, for 
the first time noticing the splints on her arm. “ Why is this ? ” 

“Compose yourself, madame,” said the woman; “take this draught, and 
to-morrow you will know all.” 

“ But my arm,” said Madeline. “ Oh, it is broken! How came it ? Was 
it done by the fall which I now remember I had ? ” 

The woman nodded, again offered the medicine, which Madeline, uncon¬ 
scious of the cup of misery in store for her, swallowed, and turning on her 
pillow fell into a perturbed but long sleep. She awoke not till near mid-day. 
Breakfast was brought her, and while partaking of it, she again asked for her 
child. 

Finding from Madeline’s conversation and manner that she was now 
perfectly sane, it was their turn to demand to what child she alluded. On 
naming’the diligence, it was at once explained; it had carried the object of 
her care on to Paris. 

Madeline in an ecstacy of grief and terror sprung from the bed at this 
intelligence, and entreated them in heart-rending accents to assist her to dress 
and let her have some conveyance, no matter what, that she might hasten in 
pursuit of the lost child. 

It was in vain they urged her inability to undertake a journey, or endea¬ 
voured to soften her anguish by telling her on the return of the diligence 
next day no doubt the child would be brought back with it, or that the 
doctor persisted that it would bring on an attack of fever. Madeline 
■was firm in her determination to hasten without a momeht’s hesitation to 
Paris. 

“ What will become of me ? ” she cried. “ How can I face her parents!— 
how return to tell Batiste that I have betrayed the sacred trust all have 
reposed in me ! I cannot, cannot show myself again to them but with the 
child; they would scorn me, spurn me as I deserve, for daring to undertake 
a charge I had so ill fulfilled. Oh, Monsieur d’Almaine ! bereaved Lucille! 
Batiste, trample on me, crush me, for having in my madness quitted for a 
single moment your beloved—your lost child.” 

It was useless offering consolation or whispering hope; she would not 
hearken to the first, and could not admit the second an inmate to her bosom ; 
and in a state of torture commenced her hopeless pursuit in a state of mind 
incapable of acting with either decision or promptitude, or indeed with even 
discretion. 

Her head was continually from the window of the carriage, as if she 


DOMESTIC MAGAZINE OF [August 11, 18G0. 


expected to see the child on the way-side, left there by the merciless hand of 
some cold-hearted stranger, or as in reality she would have considered it, the 
noble deed of the benevolent and kind-hearted. 

A ray of hope for the first time dawned in her heart as her quick eye discerned 
in the distance the heavy, tottering vehicle that had occasioned her agony and 
self-reproach. She had descended from the carriage long before it was near, 
her impatience giving her the idea that she could reach it sooner on foot than 
riding; and certainly with the speed which nothing but her perturbed mind 
could have bestowed in her present weak state, she flew, rather than ran, to 
meet it. On reaching it, breathless with speed and anxiety, she cried out to 
the postilion, “ Stop, monsieur, and tell me what you have done with my 
child—where you have left it—who has got it ? Oh, tell me what you have 
done with my child, if you would not drive me mad!” 

“ That you arc already,” said the man, “ to ask me about your child. What 
should I possibly know about anybody’s child but my own ? ” 

“ It is false—you have stolen it! ” returned the frantic Madeline. “Will 
none assist me to recover my child? Are there no Christians present ? ” 

The postilion smacked his lips, an intimation for his horses to proceed; but 
a gentleman, struck with the all but maniacal appearance of Madeline, 
ordered him to delay a few moments, while he interrogated the person, who 
evidently had some deep meaning in what she had said. 

A few words from the unfortunate young woman acquainted him with the 
transaction, and questioning the postilion, he found he was not the one who 
had conducted the coach on the fatal day; but he readily gave his fellow- 
servant’s address, which the gentleman, writing down, put into the hand of 
Madeline, telling her at once to go to him, and act according to his state¬ 
ment ; at the same time recommending her to take the opportunity, if unsuc¬ 
cessful with the man, to have handbills printed, and distributed through Paris 
and its environs. 

Madeline, too wild to bestow her thanks, promised to do as he advised; 
and with dread and impatience, which were enfeebling both mind and body, 
allowed him to hand her to the coach, which, slow and rumbling, little suited 
to the passionate excitement of its inmate, proceeded on its way. 

It was late at night, the rain falling heavily, when Madeline was set down 
at an hotel in the Hue de Richelieu. Without waiting a moment for refresh¬ 
ment, she hired a person, and proceeded to the lodging of the postilion. She 
learnt nothing from him. He could tell her nothing but that one of her 
fellow-passengers had left the diligence a stage from Paris, and that the others, 
having arrived in the city, each of them had taken the way to his own desti¬ 
nation, but to his belief neither of them had a child with him, but that 
certainly one of them had taken her luggage—which, he could not say. 

It is impossible to describe her distraction at this news, one moment 
imagining they had destroyed the child for the sake of the supposed value of 
the contents of the trunk ; the next that she had been dropped on the road, and 
was enduring the sufferings of cold, hunger, and desertion. She told the 
man to conduct her to a printer’s, where she gave an order to have bills 
posted with a description of the child, and also of her dress. 

Madeline had scarcely strength to follow her guide to the hotel. On 
reaching it she desired to be shown a sleeping-room, where, exhausted by 
fatigue and pain, and tortured by grief and anxiety, she throw herself on the 
bed, in the hope of finding a temporary relief in slumber; but there was too 
much deep emotion in every throb of her heart for sleep. She tossed restlessly 
from side to side many hours, the hot current coursing through her veins like 
molten lead, and daylight found her feverish and helpless, alike incapable of 
acting or resisting. 

In this fevered state Madeline lay several days. Her first words on 
consciousness returning were in a low, feeble tone, “Have you found her? 
Say you have—oh, say you have found my child! ” They shook their heads. 

“ Not found! ” she exclaimed; “ then they have killed her. Dress me; let 
me go to Batiste ; he will search into it; he will find the child of his friend. 
Do you not see I am weak, and cannot use but one arm ? Will no one dress 
me that I may go to my husband ? ” 

The doctor, who had entered while she spoke, insisted on silence; and on 
her taking a composing draught, assured her of her inability to leave the 
house at present, but offered to write to her husband, or any friend she would 
name. 

Madeline shuddered. “ No, no,” she murmured, “ I must go. No one 
must write the dreadful news. Give the draught if it will give me power to 
quit this place.” 

The next day her anxiety was so great that even the medical man thought 
she might as well be removed, and die with her friends, as there, which he 
prognosticated would be the case if her fever continued. 

| Accordingly, on the following day, propped by pillows, and accompanied by 
one of the domestics, Madeline departed from Paris. During the journey the 
same restlessness assailed her as when before travelling the same road; she 
frequently raised herself to look from the window in the vain hope that she 
should see something of the little creature who, like herself, though not so 
intensely, was suffering the pain and privation of being torn from those she 
had never before for a day been separated from, and it was only in the endear¬ 
ments of the gentle little Blanche, and the particular regard of the handsome 
Jose, that she could find consolation. 

^ At length the farm of Batiste was in sight. Madeline’s trembling increased. 
The candles were lighted, but the curtains undrawn, and the figure of her 
husband bending over some papers was distinctly visible. She groaned; her 
weight of misery was heavier than it had been yet, as she looked on him. 
“ He is assiduous,” she murmured, “ to get all he can for them ; lie has toiled 
day and night for it, but what will be all to them without their child ? They 

had before lost wealth and station, and now, now-” her agony prevented 

her finishing the sentence. 

Batiste had heard the carriage approaching. He listened a moment; then 
rose hurriedly, opened the door, and looked out. 

“ Who is it,” he demanded, “ that comes at this late hour ? ” 
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“ Batiste ! ” said a faint voice. 

“ Madeline! ” he cried. “ What has brought you back ? No new misfortune, 
I trust ? I had expected and hoped you were in London.” 

Madeline groaned more audibly. “ Take me home,” she said, “ though I 
am not worthy to cross its threshold.” 

Batiste lifted her from the vehicle, carried her into the house, and placed 
her carefully on a sofa. The lights then gleamed upon her, and he started 
with wonder and alarm at her altered appearance; scarce a week had passed 
since she had left him, buoyant with health and vivacity; she had returned 
broken in spirit, pale, haggard, and helpless as an infant, with dishevelled 
hair and dress, scarcely a vestige of her former self remaining. Something 
dreadful he knew had happened, and some minutes elapsed after he observed 
all this before his strong mind recovered the sudden shock it had received, to 
ask its meaning. He put his arm round his suffering wife, and in a tone of 
assumed calmness said, “ Speak, Madeline ; what has caused all this ? You 
are ill; your arm in splinters ; but neither is so bad to me, though you suffer 
from both, as the wildness of your look and manner. Quiet yourself; feel 
that you arc at home with me near you; that, whatever may have occurred, 
now nothing can harm you.” 

“You are right, Jacques,” said Madeline; “ I am ill, my arm broken ; but 
what of it ? I feel not my physical ailments. Would that I had died in 
receiving them! ” 

“ Speak,” said Batiste; “this suspense is unendurable ! What of the 
count, Lucille, and the child ? ” 

Madeline screamed slightly. “The child! the child!” she cried, wildly. 
“ Ah! it is that that maddens me ; she is lost—gone ! irrevocably gone! 
Upbraid me, crush me; I will bear all! ” 

Batiste started to the other side of the apartment, where for a moment he 
glanced almost as wildly as herself on the unhappy Madeline. 

“Lost!” lie exclaimed. Then, modulating his voice, and drawing near 
her, he added, “ You rave, Madeline. This accident,” pointing to her arm, 
“ has bewildered, unnerved you, and you fancy what is impossible to have 
happened.” 

She covered her face with her hands, sobbing, “ Oh ! it is true, it is true; 
I have had a precious trust and have abused it!—no, no, not abused it! I 
was ill; I stepped from the diligence a moment to recover myself, when I 
became insensible, fell, and broken my arm. Meanwhile, the diligence with 
Birdie in it proceeded without me. This I knew not till I recovered. What 
could I do but follow it ? I did this, but without success, without hope, for 
none knew how she was taken from the carriage, not even the porters that 
attended it.” 

“ But there were other passengers,” returned Batiste, after a pause, in which 
he had endeavoured, and not unsuccessfully, to gain a glimmering of comfort. 
“ Surely they can be discovered, and in the trunk there might have been a 
clue to induce them to guard her; her name or residence may have been 
there, and D’Almaine is a name well known to every Frenchman. Take 
comfort, Madeline ; wc know not but even now this child, the child o£ all our 
affections, may be safe with her parents.” 

Madeline’s heavy eyes brightened a moment; a tint of colour passed over 
her pale face. “ If I could but think so,” she uttered, nervously, “ if I could 
but believe that she was not hurt, I would try to find consolation in the 
thought; but I have such dire apprehensions that none but the darkest fears 
assail me.” 

“ You have not slept for some nights. Go to bed now, and do your best to 
compose yourself,” said her husband. “ You require advice and medicine. 
I will ride over to our friend Dumont, take his opinion on this unfor¬ 
tunate affair, and send him to you. In the meantime, should I not return 
to-night, consider I have gone forward to Paris. All seems mysterious, but 
with God’s help I will fathom it. Ah, Madeline, why did you not come home 
at once ? It would have saved the delay of a week, aud the passengers in the 
diligence might have been easily found. They may now be many hundred 
miles off—all undoubtedly in different directions.” 

Madeline could but weep, and bewail her want of foresight. Her husband 
embraced her, whispering, “ Courage, my dear, pray for my success, and be 
well on my return to receive me. Adieu.” 

Madeline followed him to the door. She heard him give orders to the 
servant to follow with his horse to the village. The moon shone bright, and 
raising herself on the trellis-work of the verandah, she watched him with a 
beating heart till the orb, obscured by a dark cloud, shaded her husband, the 
fields, and nearly the trees from her view. She still hung to the trellis-work 
till the moon again shed her pale light on the landscape—Batiste was gone. 
With trembling limbs she dropped from her resting-place and entered the 
house. She looked round the room, it seemed desolate and deserted. 

“ And I have made it thus ! ” she cried, in a faint, hollow voice. “ I have 
made the home once so happy, hateful to me ! And Lucille, what will her 
home be, when she knows she is childless ? Oh, mercy me, that is a scene I 
cannot look upon. The bare idea freezes up the best attributes of life. Hope 
and energy are extinguished by it.” 

Exhausted by her illness and her emotion, her head sank listlessly on 
her folded hands, till aroused by a servant, who, by soothings and per¬ 
suasions, got her to her apartment. 

Chapter XXYIII. 

The sad anticipations of poor Jean Perre had been but too quickly verified. 
Within a year of his kind-hearted adoption of little Birdie, both he and the 
little Blanche were at rest from the struggles and sorrows of this world; 
and little Birdie, the cherished pet—the bright, carefully tended blossom— 
was left to the eare of ltose Perre, whose natural indolence and incapacity 
were now heightened by the poverty in which her husband’s death had 
plunged her. The clothes of the little foundling had long since disapppeared, 
or become ragged and shabby; her scanty and coarse diet was beginning to 
alfcct her health and looks; and though her lovely features and beautiful hair 


could not but attract the attention of the most casual observer, no one could 
have recognised in the half-fed, lialf-clad child the lovely, elegant little 
heiress of the proud Count d’Almaine. She had sorrowed with far more 
bitterness and permanence than was natural *to her age for her little play¬ 
fellow Blanche; and her chief consolation appeared to be in visiting the 
lowly grave, on which many a flower bloomed, plucked by her little hands, 
and in roaming in the fields and road-sides, always accompanied by her 
faithful Jose, who never left his little mistress day or night. 

She was sitting on the bank of a lonely lane one morning, amusing herself 
with ornamenting Jose with a garland of wild flowers, which unwonted gaiety 
he received witli more polite submission than pleasure, when a footstep near 
her, made her look up, and she saw a gentleman of very pleasing appearance, 
looking with a kind smile upon her occupation. 

“ So you are trying to make a May Queen of your pet, my little girl ? ” he 
said ; “ I think you had better put the flowers in your own sunny curls. I 
am afraid pussy does not appreciate the honour.” 

She shook her pretty head decidedly as she replied, “ No, no, I give all 
the flowers either to Blanche or Jose.” 

“ And who is Blanche ? ” he inquired. 

“ Blanche is dead ! ” replied Birdie. “ She lies in the churchyard yonder. 
She was Jose’s mistress as well as me.” 

“ And who is your mother ? ” he asked. 

“ Madame Perre,” was the quick reply. 

“ Madame Perre! ” ejaculated the young man. “ Good Heavens ! is it 
possible ? What is your name, my child ? ” 

“ Birdie,” she replied. 

“ Birdie ! ” he repeated. “ Can it be—can this poor little child be the little 
beautiful creature that good man received only one short year ago ? Merciful 
Providence ! what would her parents feel could they see her. Is M. Perre 
living, my little girl ? ” 

“ No, he died before Blanche,” she replied. ' 

“Will you take me to your mother ?” he asked. “I was a friend of M. 
Perre’s, I should like to see her.” 

Birdie willingly complied; and in a few minutes they were in the wretched 
habitation of the poor tailor’s widow. 

The young man quickly explained to her what the reader has doubtless 
already guessed, that he was the person who had sympathised so fully in 
Jean Perre’s benevolent act, and aided him in it, to the best of his power, 
by his purse. He added, that though unable at that time to do more than 
give that small assistance to the worthy Perre’s good deed, circumstances had 
since changed with him as well as Madame Perre, and he was now willing 
and able to take the burden of the little creature’s maintenance off her 
hands. 

“But you are yet young, monsieur,” said Madame Perre, “and have 
perhaps no wife or mother who could take charge of the child.” 

“ I have a sister who will be a mother to her,” he replied, “and who will 
live with me. You are right, Madame Perre, to be particular on that head; 
but I assure you she could not be in better hands. My sister will bring her 
up to be in all respects in the way I believe her birth entitles her to.” 

Madame Perre still hesitated; but though her really kind heart clung to 
the child, the only thing left her to love, her judgment and her poverty at 
once counselled her to consent to an offer so advantageous for Birdie, and 
which would relieve herself from a deep source of anxiety. 

“Well, monsieur,” she said, “ I cannot doubt your assurances; and as I 
am little able to give the poor child either comfort or education, I will 
consent to give her up to you, though I shall be sadly lonely without her.” 
And Madame Perre, catching the little Birdie in her arms, covered her with 
tears and kisses. 

“ I will bring my sister to see you the day after to-morrow,” said the young 
man kindly, “ when we will take the child with us; and, meanwhile, get her 
some clothes to take the journey in till we can get her fitted out.” 

He gave the good woman a couple of gold pieces as he spoke, and then took 
his leave, after a few more directions as to the collection of any articles, which 
could lead to the identity of the little girl being discovered at some future 
time. 

At the appointed day the stranger again appeared, and this time accom¬ 
panied by a lady of singularly mild and pleasing aspect, who was at once won 
by the loveliness and grace of the little Birdie, who now, dressed in a neat 
though plain dress, looked more like her old self than when her kind protector 
last saw her. 

“ Here,” said Madame Perre, when the first salutations were over, “ is the 
dress in which Birdie came to us when she was lost, the ring which hung 
round her neck, and a picture she always said was her mamma. It is the only 
clue we have ever had to help in discovering her parents. I have packed 
them up in this parcel, and now give it into your keeping, monsieur. You will 
not betray your trust.” 

“ Bely oil me,” returned the young man; “ and I have still confidence 
that some day the truth will come to light. But what is in that basket ? ” 

“ It is the cat,” said Madame Perre. “ I could not pacify Birdie till I 
assured her he should go with her.” 

The lady smiled good-naturedly; and though by no means anxious for this 
addition to their travelling party, she consented to the arrangement, in com¬ 
passion to the tearful looks of the little girl, who was thus about to be torn 
from all she had known or loved since losing her natural protectors; and 
Birdie nestled up to her side, and put her little hand in hers in loving 
gratitude for her goodness. And now the moment of parting came. The 
carriage, which had brought the brother and sister to the cottage, had received 
both the basket containing Jose and the small packet, which was Birdie’s sole 
luggage, and the travellers rose to depart. Birdie clung to Madame Perre 
in an agony of childish grief, and the good woman herself was little less 
moved. 

“ You will be kind to her, madam,” she said. “ She is a loving littl® 
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creature, and needs little severity, though I have been cross to her at times, 
Heaven forgive me! ” 

“ She shall be to me as my own child,” said the lady. “ So God prosper 
me! ” 

“Amen!” added her brother. “From this hour I consider myself her 
father. Till her real parent shall be discovered, I will provide for her as such.” 

Madame Perre smiled through her tears at these assurances; then gently 
disengaging the clinging arms of the little girl, she placed her in the carriage. 
The elder travellers entered it, and it quickly drove off. 

Rose Perre watched the carriage till it was out of sight, and then re-entered 
her cottage. It had never looked so dreary before. 

Chapter XXIX. 

■Whilst Birdie is proceeding with her new friends, we will glance back to 
the day when Batiste left Madeline in search of the lost child. He mounted 
his horse, which had followed him to the doctor’s residence, whom he 
immediately dispatched to Madeline, merely touching on the incident which 
had caused her malady, deeming it best for the present to keep the unfor¬ 
tunate abduction of Birdie from spreading too widely before he had prose¬ 
cuted the strictest inquiries, lest it should reach the ears of the unfortunate 
parents, who were daily, nay hourly, expecting their child. 

It was near midnight when Batiste reached Rouen ; too late to make even 
a single inquiry that night; and with an impatience almost uncontrollable he 
flung himself on the bed, not to sleep, but to turn over in his clear, well- 
regulated mind, the best way to pursue his inquiries. Alas! there was but 
the straightforward course—advertisement and search; he would willingly 
have foregone the first, but how r spread the intelligence without it ? and how 
give the necessary details without it meetipg the eye of D’Almaine, who 
regularly read the French papers. After weighing it in his mind some time, 
he wrote for the press the following :— 

“ If any of the gentlemen travelling in the Rouen diligence to Paris, on the 
23rd of last month, will kindly come forward and give what intelligence they 
are able of the little girl, five years old, who by mistake was carried on in the 
vehicle, the distressed friends of the child will feel everlasting gratitude to 
them, and if money can reward them for their trouble and kindness, the 
whole fortune of the child’s friends will be freely and gladly bestowed on 
them. Apply, or by letter, to J. B. S. at the Henri Quatre Hotel, Rouen, 
or at Place Louis Quinze, No. 43, at Paris.” 

This advertisement was ambiguous, but should it meet the eyes of any 
person cognisant of the event, would be thoroughly understood without 
awakening the fears of D’Almaine, should he come across it; and Batiste, as 
he lodged it at the different offices, felt sanguine that good would result 
from it. 

After making diligent inquiry through the city where he had passed the 
night, he mounted his trusty nag, and proceeded slowly towards Paris, 
stopping at every town and village to make strict and searching inquiry. He 
was three days on his journey before entering the capital, where for a week he 
waited, prosecuting the same diligent inquiries, but without gaining a particle 
of real information on the unhappy subject, although many fruitless journeys 
were taken both by himself and the several persons he employed, regardless 
of expense, to share his toils, though not his anxieties. 

After a fortnight, his thoughts bent on returning to his home, and on going 
homeward his horse was stopped at nearly all the inns and indeed cottages on 
the roadside, but not a clue could be reached to guide him where else to 
wander; and harassed and dispirited he dismounted at the door of the abode 
whieh four years previously he had taken possession of, glowing with health, 
hope, and every prospect conducive to happiness. How changed was now the 
scene! Health was waning, hope had nearly lost her anchor, and happiness, 
alas! for happiness, it seemed gone irremediably and for ever. He looked 
towards the parlour ; all was darkness. He glanced anxiously at the chamber 
of Madeline; through the closely-drawn blinds a glimmering light was 
visible. 

“ She is ill,” he murmured in a subdued tone. “ My poor Madeline ! and 
I bring you no eomfort. Oh, this last affliction that has fallen on us is' 
heavier than all besides, and will prove more fatal in its consequences. It 
will prey like a worm on the heart of Madeline ; for, though innocent, she 
will blame herself as the unhappy cause; and Lucille, the sensitive but heroic ; 
Lucilhf! there is the worst grief of all. I cannot dwell upon that thought!” 

And shuddering, he leant against the door-post, and for a short time gave 
free vent to his feelings. The pawing of his horse, the bridle of which he 
still held, aroused him to the consciousness that after a hard day’s journey 
he was prolonging the animal’s absence from her rest and food. 

“ Poor Dido !” he said, patting her, “ though you partake of our toil, you 
shall not be debarred from the comforts of rest and enjoyment of your stable. 
Ho, there!” he cried to a farm servant just leaving the back of the 
premises, “ take Dido, to her stable and see to her well, for she has had but 
small rest and little care bestowed on her since she quitted home, and— 
and-” he hesitated, “ your mistress, how is she ? ” 

The man shook his head, “ Better now, master, they say; but she has been 
bad enough since you left us, something like mad, they say, talking about 
Mademoiselle Birdie as if she were dead, or lost, or something of the kind. 
I hope nothing has happened to the child, master, for she was such a pretty 
little creature.” 

“ Who is up in the house ?” asked Batiste, anxious to turn the subject. 

“ Rosalie and Agatha,” was the reply. “ But how bad you look, master !” 
he added suddenly. “ Holy saints protect us all, but I fear there is more in 
the wind than rain, or my name is not Joseph Montaigne. Come, Dido, poor 
beast! you do not look over stout; if you could speak you’d tell a tale that 
would set us all talking.” 

Batiste had only heard the commencement of this speech; he opened the 
back door and passed through the kitchen to the parlour. Everything looked 
oold and deserted, and totally without order. 
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“Who is with your mistress?” he asked of the servant who brought 
candles. 

“ None but Agatha, monsieur, at present. The doctor’s lady has been with 
her nearly ever since you left; but as mistress was better to night she went 
home.” 

“ Thanks for the good lady’s kindness,” said Batiste with emotion, and 
taking a candle, he repaired to Madeline’s room. He tapped lightly on the 
door, fearing to alarm her by his too precipitous presence ; Agatha opened * 
the door, and on hearing his wife slept, he advanced towards the bed. 

Madeline was in an uneasy slumber; he shaded the candle with his hand, 
and gazed on her. She was pale and thin, and seemed to have suffered much, 
and dismissing the attendant he seated himself on the bed to await her 
waking. He watched her some time with painful feelings, wondering what 
would be the result of the loss that was weighing them both down. 

“Batiste!” exclaimed Madeline, faintly, when she awoke; but she smiled 
and stretched out her hand to him. He pressed it between both his own, and 
unable to speak bent his face upon it. 

“ What news ? ” said Madeline, after a pause, forcing herself to speak. 

“Do not think of it to-night,” he replied. “You shall know all to¬ 
morrow.” 

“ But is it satisfactory ? ” she asked. 

“ I have said I will tell you nothing, either good or bad, until you arc 
able to bear it,” said Batiste. “Exert yourself then, dearest Madeline; do 
not nourish sorrow to disarm us both from action ; try and be yourself, pray 
for courage, and if God wills we should put our shoulders to the wheel. Let 
us work in unity, in health, and in strength.” 

“Right,” she replied, “at best it is but selfish to feed upon one’s grief, it 
makes us but inert and feeble. The task will be hard, but my best shall be 
done to surmount it, or at least to subdue it; but you are changed Jacques, 
you have rested neither in mind or body since we parted. Go to bed and 
practise what you have preached to me. Good-night; I would sleep, do you 
go, love, and do likewise.” 

They parted, but not to sleep; they lay on their couches, turning in their 
minds what next was to be done; for although Batiste spoke not on the 
subject so near to both, Madeline knew by his manner and look that he had 
returned unsuccessful from his search. 

The following day letters came from Lucille saying she feared something 
untoward had occurred to prevent Madeline’s journey to England, and 
asking it she should send Annette for the child, as it was hard to live 
without her so long, in a country where all was strange, cold, and sad, so far 
from friends and kindred. 

The husband and wife sighed over the perusal of this letter, and unable to 
write the painful news to the anxious mother, made Madeline’s illness the 
excuse for not being with her at the time appointed. 

Then came a severe winter; the roads were blocked with ice and snow so 
many weeks. This was a veritable detainer, and even Lucille, who had long 
counted the days and hours with forlorn hope, felt that her child was better 
and safer in the house of the Batistes than exposed to a lon^ journey amid 
wintry winds, and the danger of crossing the Channel. But had she seen her * 
little Birdie that cold winter, with her small toes peeping through her shoes 
and stockings, and huddled close to a sickly child, both crouching near the 
dying embers of a turf fire for warmth, she would have sickened with the 
misery it would have occasioned her that her child, so lovely, so delicate, so 
tenderly nurtured, should thus so early in life be exposed to such great 
privations. 

Batiste and his wife were not idle this cold winter. Both at times were 
exposed to its inclemency, in a fruitless toilsome endeavour to discover the 
lost one; but the winter passed, and spring again robed the valleys and 
woods with her green mantle, but its smiling aspect brought only tears 
and misgivings to Madeline and her husband. Hope scarcely lived in their 
bosoms; the truth must out, subterfuge would no longer avail them. Their 
farm was vacated, the new tenant installed in it, and with overwhelming 
sensations they prepared to take the dreaded journey to England. 

It was a bright morning in April when they entered their post-chaise. 
Madeline’s eyes filled with tears as she cast them for the last time on the 
dwelling she had taken possession of five years before with such smiling 
anticipations. 

“Adieu!” she cried, “I leave you for ever; and the ch&teau, Jacques, 
let us take a last glance at its old walls, where Lucille passed a few years of 
happy wedded life.” 

Jacques ordered the chaise to stop, and opening a small wicket leading to 
the grand walk, the noble mansion stood before them; every shutter was 
closed, and it looked changed as the fortunes of its late possessor. The glass 
of several of the lofty windows had been broken by design or accident. Rose- 
trees and vines swept the overgrown gravel walks in luxuriant helplessness, 
clinging for support to the fragile spring lilies blooming gracefully and 
profusely amid the reigning desolation. He knocked at the large entrance. 
The furniture had been removed from the Hall, and the melancholy reverbe¬ 
ration of the knock sounded on the hearts of Madeline and Batiste. They 
gazed in deep meditation on the massive walls; the night showers had 
wetted them, and as the water slowly trickled from the ornamental fissures, it 
appeared to their melancholy observation like tears falling for the cruel and 
unjust sentence that had forced their master to fly from his rich inheritance. 
As their eyes were raised to the window of Lucille’s chamber, a raven, that 
had built her nest in one of the eaves, burst over their heads, followed by her 
progeny, with a loud and dismal croak. 

They both instinctively shuddered, and Madeline, whose illness had made 
her superstitious, said, “What is that an omen of, Jacques ?” 

“Why,” he answered, trying to smile, “it is an omen that carrion have 
dared to build their nest in the best window of the old castle.” 

“ If that were all, it would be nothing,” said Madeline. “ It is an omen 
of death, Jacques. If monsieur should be reinstated in his rights, Lucille 
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will not return with him; she will find a grave in England; she will rest 
with the stranger.’’ 

“Silly girl!” exclaimed Jacques; “what can a bird have to do with 
death, and the death of one so distant from her ? Come, let us hence. I 
regret we came here; for the sight of so much desolation in so short a time 
would give a pang to the stoutest nature, much less a weak woman, scarcely 
recovered from delirium and fever.” 

Taking her hand, he was hurrying away, when the raven returning, alighted 
with his disagreeable “ caw, caw,” just at the feet of Madeline, then rising, 
in his flight nearly touched her head, and whirling in the air, again alighted 
before them. 

With his handkerchief and a loud shout Batiste succeeded in driving the 
bird away. “ Something has attracted the bird to this spot,” he said. “ I 
must reconnoitre it, if only for your satisfaction, or you will leave here 
impressed with the idea that a trouble deeper than what has yet smitten us is 
hovering over us.” 

He stooped—something red attracted his attention; it was embedded in 
the gravel, and undoubtedly had drawn the bird to the spot, taking it for 
prey. Batiste with some difficulty extricated it. It was a string of small 
coral beads, that had once looped up the sleeves of Birdie’s frock. Madeline 
caught it up hastily; she remembered well the child was with her when it 
fell from the dress, and she had assisted in looking for it; and finding this, 
pointed out as it were by the bird, tended rather to increase her nervous 
irritation than subdue it; but she spoke not; and taking the arm of her 
husband, with mutual satisfaction they quitted the grounds. 

Chapter XXX. 

Madeline’s agitation increased as they approached London, after landing 
at Dover. Every child or group of children she beheld made her heart throb, 
her eyes kindle, and the chaise was stopped that she might reconnoitre them ; 
for she remembered that an Englishman was her fellow-traveller in the 
diligence; and a vague hope had assailed her that in England she should 
learn some intelligence of the lost child. 

On arriving in London they took up their temporary abode at an hotel, 
and writing a note to the Count d’Almaine, left it at the club-house he 
frequented, and in anxious suspense awaited his answer. 

The following morning it was answered in person. D’Almaine’s hasty, 
nervous footsteps were heard by the listening Batiste : and without waiting 
to be announced, he flung open the door and stood before them. 

Batiste met him midway on the floor, and received the friendly shake of the 
hand of the count, and the animated welcome to England ; but Madeline had 
sunk powerless on the sofa; and D’Almaine, who knew that she was ill, 
kindly saluted her, then looking round cried, “ But my darling!—where is 
she ? Have you sent my sweet Birdie already to inhale the smoky 
atmosphere of a London mid-day ?” 

There was a pause almost awful; for D’Almaine, looking on the fallen 
countenances of his friends, saw that he was to expect something that was to 
crush the high-raised hopes with which he had entered the hotel. 

“What is it?” he said at length. “This suspense is terrible. Is my 
child dead ? If she is, let me know it ? Speak, Batiste—it will be mercy to 
speak. The will of Providence be done! Ah! Madeline’s emotion tells all. 
Another, and the heaviest affliction, has fallen upon us. My child is no 
more. Alas, for her mother!—alas for my poor Lucille ! ” 

“ She is gone! ” answered Batiste, “ but not dead, monsieur. She is lost, 
but the lost may be found, though hitherto our search has been weary— 
unsuccessful; yet had we not hope we should not be here to tell you the 
melancholy truth.” 

A flash of fierce reproach darted from the dark eyes of the unhappy father. 
“ What! ” he cried, “ have you betrayed the parents’ trust in you ? Have 
you allowed my child to be stolen—basely decoyed from you ? ” 

“Not so, not so, count! ” interrupted Batiste with trembling voice, “ never 
was a child better or more fondly guarded, till one unhappy minute. But I 
entreat you if posssible to compose yourself, at least sufficiently to hear the 
detail—a few words will tell it.” 

After several agitated strides across the room, D’Almaine seated himself, 
and covering his face with his hands, said, “ I am ready. Say on quick; let 
me know the worst.” 

The narrative was short, and D’Almaine, ever sanguine, felt relieved. His 
child lived. The single word, lived, had a cordial balm in it. “ She will be 
restored to us,” he said. “ In fear that the painful truth should reach us, 
you have failed to give to it full publicity. We will commence a new process, 
and she will be restored to us.” 

“She shall!” exclaimed Batiste; “for I will not rest in any spot long 
until she is found. Health, fortune, domestic comfort, sweeter than all, shall 
be expended to discover where she has been sheltered.” 

“But Lucille, how can we .pacify, her anxious feelings,” said the count. 
“ She must know it, it will be impossible to keep it from her.” 

“She must be told all, monsieur,” said Batiste. “It would be cruel, 
doubly cruel, to keep a mist before her eyes; she must know how uncertain 
will be the period when she may sec her child.” 

D’Almaine again paced the floor dejectedly. After many turns he stopped 
before Madeline, who still drooped her head on her hands. 

“ Madeline,” he said, “ despair not so deeply ; the fault cannot be alleged 
to you. What has happened might have occurred to me or to Lucille herself. 
I am going home. Will you follow, for Lucille will need sympathy, and who 
can give it better than yourself.” 

“ But will she sec me ? ” asked Madeline, looking up timidly. “ Oh, if she 
would, and forgive me, it would lighten the load of remorse that weighs me 
down. Her reproaches I can bear, if she will but see and pardon me.” 

“ She will do both,” said the count; “ and though her regrets may be 
keen, she is too just to blame the innocent. This affliction on us is a 
chastening from Above. Follow me quickly. Batiste, had you not better come V* 


Lucille was at the window. When D’Almaine entered the garden, his hat 
was drawn low over his eyes, and his* slow unsteady gait, so different to his 
natural alert dashing tread, surprised her, and going to the door was there to 
receive him, when he had slowly mounted the steps leading to it. His pale 
lips, and the forced smile that parted them, alarmed her, and following him into 
the parlour, where he flung himself on a chair without removing the hat from 
his head, she closed the door, and approaching gently, took his hat, and then, 
more struck with his dishevelled hair and ghastly paleness, said, “ You are 
ill, dear Jules.” 

“ No, not bodily,” he said, trying to speak calmly. “ I have been distressed 
—that is, surprised by some intelligence, this morning.” 

“ Some intelligence,” said Lucille. “ What intelligence could thus alarm 
and distress you ? Is it from our country ? ” 

D’Almaine tried to arm himself with courage to speak out, but he glanced 
towards her, saw her look of anxiety, and remained silent. She poured out 
a glass of water, but lie waved it away. 

“A moment,” he said, “and I will tell you. But collect your fortitude, 
dearest, for you will need it.” 

“ My fortitude ! ” she said. “ What new misfortune has fallen on us ? 
Speak, D’Almaine, when I share it with you I can bear much.” 

“ Ah! this we share indeed together, Lucille. I repeat, have fortitude, for 
I must tell you of our child.” 

“ Our child! ” she said, starting from him, and speaking in a sharp 
breathless tone. “ What of her ? What has happened to her ? She was 
safe with Madeline as if my own arms clasped her. Jules, Jules, what of 
our child ? ” 

“ I cannot tell you while you are in that excited state,” he replied. “ Sit 
down here beside me that I may tell by the beating of your heart when you 
are sufficiently composed.” 

“ Composed 1 ” repeated Lucille. “ How can composure come when all the 
senses are up in arms ? How can a mother’s heart be still while she breath¬ 
lessly waits to learn the fate of her child ? ” 

She leaned her head on the arm of the chair, and burst into a passionate 
flood of tears. “ Ah ! now you weep, my wife,” said D’Almainc, putting his 
^rm round her. “ Though your tears are bitter drops, and fall like fire on 
my own heart, I can tell you what for a time will cast a deeper shadow on 
our path of life.” 

“ I weep for my child,” she said, in a low broken voice. “I am childless, 
the link between mother and child is snapped asunder, and I cannot even 
drop the tear of affection and regret on the sod that covers the dear 
remains.” 

“The sod that covers her!” said D’Almaine. “ Dearest Lucille, Heaven 
forbid our child should sleep in her grave. It is not of her death I have to 
speak—no ! other lips than mine must have told you that. It-” 

“ What—what is it, Jules ? ” she interrupted. “ Is she sick, and you 
hesitate to tell me ? You have heard from the Batistes—give me the letter. 
Oh! I must away to them immediately! My-darling—my little Birdie—I will 
soon be with you ! Oh ! even in sickness to have her head once more nestled 
in my bosom will be bliss.” 

She rose precipitately. The count drew her gently towards him, and again 
seated her, saying impressively, “Our child with Heaven’s blessing is neither 
dead nor in illness, but—but, my Lucille, have courage; do not breathe so 
short nor look so wildly; for while this overwrought emotion continues I 
suffer more on your account than on my child’s — she may be in health, 
happy, while you, if you do not compose yourself, will die, or, worse, your 
reason will be endangered by it—for, after all, through an unfortunate and 
sudden indisposition of Madeline, she is but lost, and perhaps in as kind and 
benevolent keeping as our own.” 

“Lost!” she exclaimed, starting from him. “Lost! it is impossible— 
subterfuge! They have stolen her, Jules—those who have robbed you 
of your birthright have taken from you your child! But there is redress in 
this case for us. Who dare keep a child from its parents ? Jules, Jules ! we 
must recover this lost treasure.” 

Her energy had returned. She stood before him, tearless, but the deep 
flush of injury and strong will deepened on her cheek. 

D’Almaine’s eyes brightened, the lividness left his lips, he was glad that 
she had taken this view of it, although he did not himself for a moment 
imagine there was ground for the supposition. A low humble rap was on the 
d,oor, he rose and looked from'the window. 

“Here is Madeline,” he said; “poor Madeline, worn in body and spirit. 
You will see her, dear Lucille, and learn all from her; for believe me, she is 
blameless, like Batiste, in ail but not having given greater publicity to the 
loss of our Birdie at the commencement of the unfortunate affair. But I am 
sanguine with our united efforts we shall do much, and, ere long, I trust 
the lost one will be found.” 

He went to the door, for he knew that Madeline with irresolution stood 
without. The sight of Madeline, so altered, the mere shadow of her former 
self, silent and humble before her, told Lucille if she were not wholly blame¬ 
less, she had suffered long and much, and at the sight, remembering .only 
the days of childhood, when Madeline was sister, mother, friend, all to her, 
she stretched out her arms and called upon her name. 

Madeline rushed wildly towards her, and catching her hand cried in a 
scarcely audible tone, “ Lucille, I am unfortunate, but not guilty. Can you 
believe that I have not betrayed your trust in me ? ” 

I “I do believe it,” said.Lucille; “the fault is not yours; it is my own 
unhappy fate ; and the child’s dream, Madeline, do you recollect her dream, 
j when she told me not to leave her, or she should see me no more ? Oh, why 
I did I not, with her words still haunting me, bring her with me ? ” 

Madeline embraced her, and whispered the hope neither felt, but they 
found solace in each other, while D’Almaine and Batiste were energetic in 
their means to obtain intelligence, however vague. 

(To be continued.J 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


An Anxious Sister’s letter will exhibit a little of th© 
immense variety of subjects upon which we are con¬ 
sulted. By the agency of an old friend, and partly by 
accident, an adventurer who gives himself the name 
of a German baron who does not exist, and who owns 
to a previous marriage with the daughter of a baronet, 
is introduced into a simple family of a gentleman and 
two daughters; the one single ; the latter, our Corre¬ 
spondent, married. To the varied pleasing qualities of 
an adventurer the gentleman adds that of a quack, 
prescribes (with no effect) for the father, is charmed 
with the mother, delighted with the daughters, and in 
ecstacies with the wine and brandy and water. The 
same night of his introduction he proposes to the 
single daughter, and is accepted. He calls himself also 
a F.R.C.L., Follow of the Royal College of Literature, 
which college does not exist. There is a literary 
society, but no fellows, and a College of Preceptors, 
but their honorary initials arc R.C.P. This baron also 
has children, wards in Chancery, but cannot touch a 
penny of their fortune. He is full of flattery, empty 
of money; full of promises, empty of performance. 
In short, the picture our Correspondent draws is, un¬ 
wittingly, one of as complete a swindler as we have, 
with some experience, ever read or heard of. We regret 
that our answer should be so long delayed through the 
absolute necessity of the press; but we hope our reply 
will be in time to save the family from disgrace and 
the fiancte from ruin. Every honourable man would 
at once tell of his whereabouts, his friends, and his 
antecedents. From what we learn, this German baron 
may be a returned convict. 

Thoughtless Nan, inspired no doubt by the saucy idea 
that in leap-year the girls may propose to the young 
men, has got herself into a difficulty. One daj r she 
boastfully said to some lady friends she would propose 
to some gentleman before she slept. She accordingly 
wrote an anonymous rhyming note to a gentleman 
acquaintance, and we presume he recognised the 
handwriting, for when they next met his attentions 
were unmistakable. She, overwhelmed with confusion, 
was cold and distant towards him, and ever since 
there has only been a cold friendship between them, 
scarcely that, for he appears to avoid her as much as 
possible when in society. This result of her impru¬ 
dence has caused her great pain, for she really likes 
the gentleman. What shall she do ? Why, make a 
candid confession, as an open-hearted English girl 
ought to do, and in a neatly-written letter explain how 
it was she committed such an act of folly. No doubt 
he will forgive her, and she will be restored to his 
esteem, perhaps create in his bosom that tender senti¬ 
ment which, when reciprocated, leads to the most j 
binding of all engagements. This case reminds us that; 
we ought to remark on the positive mania some young j 
ladies have for letter-writing. Cassius was accused of j 
having “an itching palm” for money, but the ladies 
we refer to seem to have fingers in a state of perpetual 
itching for pens, ink, and paper. If their desire for 
thought was as vehement as that for scribbling, they 
would be spared much humiliation, and their friends 
and acquaintances much pain. We confess to a par¬ 
tiality for ladies' letters—uncrossed of course—but wo 
hold in utter contempt those wretched little spiteful 
things which are sent forth to wound, just as the 
Lilliputians tormented Gulliver with their tiny arrows. 

One in Despair. — You arc engaged to a man you 
respect; and when a woman says that, it means a great 
deal; but you love another whom you do not respect. 
These cases of infatuation of the senses perplex the 
wisest. Medical men attempt to explain them by 
a general reference to the ascertained causes of mono¬ 
mania. We, from our large and varied experience, are 
entitled to go further, ana suggest that an explanation 
may be had in the notorious neglect of physical and 
moral education in this country. When the brain is 
too much pampered, the heart and the emotional and 
mental qualities are sure to suffer. It is therefore 
quite evident that one, and a vital portion of your 
education, has been neglected. The woman who 
marries a man whom she does not respect marries 
despair, misery, and utter abandonment of all hope of 
happiness in the future. All women enthralled in the 
meshes of wild impulses should look to the future, 
and not weakly yield to preferences which have no 
foundation either in duty or self-respect. Marry the 
man you respect, and you will have no cause to regret 
the choice ; for woman’s instinct, when not in bondage 
to passion, is unerring in its sagacity. 

R. V. U. and others attack, and not without reason, 
Maria Jones and Indignant, who in No 898 fell foul 
of the Volunteers. Our present lady Correspondents 
are all for them, and send us some very sensible 
remarks. R. V. U. has indeed broken into verse, and 
sends us an acrostic, the execution of which is not so 
good as the intention. She also deprecates—and she 
is quite right—the method which certain Correspond¬ 
ents have of finding fault with their townsmen or the 
gentlemen of any particular village ; and concludes a 
very spirited letter with wishing the Volunteer move¬ 
ment every success, although she avers that she has 
neither a lover nor a brother in its ranks. She is a 
patriotic young lady, and deserves to have a Volunteer 
lover at least. 

Heckmondwike agrees with our notice to Pimlico (No. 
899) about marrying, and passes one or two stringent 
censures upon the young ladies who are no “helps meet 
for man,” that is, fit for them. A wife should cer¬ 
tainly not be only external show like a crinoline pet¬ 
ticoat, but able, like the ladies of old, to lend a hand - 
in kitchen and hall; and where the two are one, as in 
many small houses, should be able to add to the 
delights of the table, the ornaments of the house, and 
the c '-n versational repast of the guests. 


A. M. D.—Our present “bean-feasts” are simply gather¬ 
ings of shop-mates, or members of certain trade socie¬ 
ties at an annual dinner, in the season when vegetables 
and fruits are plentiful, and summer weather tempts 
the dwellers of smoky streets and alleys into the 
fresher air of the suburbs for a day’s enjoyment amongst 
their green fields and pretty gardens. So it happens 
that the annual bean-feast is the red-letter day in the 
handicraftsman’s almanack, to be kept even more 
sacredly than the twin St. Mondays of Easter and 
Whitsuntide. In the olden time the bean-feast was a 
religious festival, kept on Mid-Lent Sunday, upon 
which, as it were in anticipation, the Church comme¬ 
morated the burial of the Saviour, beans being thought 
especially to belong to the dead. The Greeks and 
Romans always used them at funerals, and the latter 
gave away doles of beans always on the day of sepul¬ 
ture. Indeed, in the Lemuria, festivals instituted to 
conciliate the manes of the wicked dead, beans were 
scattered upon the graves of the departed; and Plu¬ 
tarch, who lived in the beginning of the second cen¬ 
tury, tells us that “pulse is of the highest efficacy for 
invoking the souls of the dead ”; and this notion he 
probably entertained in common with other literary 
men of the period, for Pliny records that Pythagoras 
interdicted the use of this pulse for culinary purposes, 
because “ beans contain the souls of the dead.” The 
ceremonies of the Western Church were frequently con¬ 
nected with the ancient superstitions of the Pagan 
world ; so, upon Mid-Lent Sunday, beans were distri¬ 
buted in doles throughout the country to mark the 
period of our Lord’s sepulture; and, as all Sundays 
in Lent are festivals, that of Mid-Lent was known 
as the “ Bean-feast.” 

A Perplexed One should take counsel from the 
matured wisdom of her parents. A Rifle Volunteer 
attends the same Church as she does, and he has paid 
her “ great” attentibn. In this age of gallantry, and 
we might also say of revived chivalry, our brave young 
men are apt to be suddenly smitten with the charms 
of beauty; but their admiration should be placed 
under strict subjection in a place of public worship. 
The true citizen-soldier, who is ready to fight for the 
land of his birth and the home of all he holds dear in 
this life, would never willingly transgress the laws of 
decorum and social propriety, or trample on those 
amenities which even an ignorant ploughman knows 
are due to a woman. Church-courtships, therefore, we 
consider are violent exceptions to the general rules of 
that propriety which is one of the best props of the 
domestic edifice, which all love and cherish save those 
unhappy ones who have lost the respect they owe to 
themselves and the institutions by which they are 
protected, and under which by manly exertion they 
might thriYc and prosper. Impertinence is not 
evidence of real affection, nor is the passive reception 
of it a sign of a well-disciplined mind. 

Orange Blossom is in love with a gentleman much older 
than herself, and is affected with ennui. It is difficult 
to account for the predilections of ladies as regards 
the tender passion ; but when they complain of a 
bodily and mental lassitude, all sensible people will 
say it is nothing but idleness. You are no more in 
love than we are with one of the mummy priestesses 
in the British Museum. Devote yourself to some 
intellectual studies, and endeavour to banish those 
day-dreams which are so provocative of injury to the 
brain and the whole nervous system. Great latitude 
is allowed to the imaginative powers of woman as well 
as man, but to neither is it permitted by the law of 
nature to dwell on one hopeless impression. It is 
chiefly the one-idea’d people who tenant our lunatic 
asylums. 

Harrison Jones, a young lady who writes from the 
neighbourhood of London, asks us to suggest to her 
and to other young ladies some way of showing their 
patriotism. The gentlemen can do so—why cannot the 
ladies ? A very right question, and very easily 
answered in the words of the Poet Laureate :— 

Clara , Clara Vere de Vei'e, 

If time be heavy on your hands , 

Are there no beggars at your gale. 

Nor any poor about your lands ? 

Oh, teach the orphan boy to read, 

Or teach the orphan girl to sew ; 
and let all ideas about a noisy patriotism go. 
Patriotism is simply love of country ; and he or she 
who does one good act, office, or kindness to the 
poorest of our countrymen, is a patriot as good as any 
Volunteer or soldier who ever donned his uniform. 

Marie Antoinette. — Husbands are like gold; when 
they are obtained, the ladies are glad to keep posses¬ 
sion of them. Afterwards, the gold may be gone ; but 
that fine gold which comes from the mines of affection 
should be treasured and hallowed by those memories 
which bring up the past, whether with pain or pleasure. 
There are jewels on the brow of Time which cannot be 
brushed away but by the hand of desolation; and there 
are circumstances in the affairs of human nature which 
necessitate the employment of extreme measures. 
Modern doctrine, through its superiority over old 
opinions, has reconciled them with those that are 
accepted in the present age. 

Evelyn Venice.— An orphan is placed in a difficult posi¬ 
tion in life. When she has lost her parents she feels 
that all the obligations that belong to her from society 
arc so severe that they press heavily on her sense of 
honour and duty. And why should society be so 
severe upon a class of servants who are among the 
most industrious persons in the community? Servants 

’ are not slaves, nor are all mistresses tyrants ; but the 
mingled respect and regard that belong to the mutu¬ 
ality which is based on the law of Christian kindness, 
says, “ do your duty to one another.” 
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GueNdolin. —Disagreements amongst sisters, we are 
sorry to have to remark, are but too common. The 
little jealousies of domestic life interfere with that 
harmony which should reign at home. A few kind 
words mutually uttered would, as Burns says, “ soother 
it all.” We have but a few days to live ; and why 
through our own fault should any of us endeavour to 
make others miserable? 

An Englishman. —Being a mere civil ceremony, and not 
a religious one, in Scotland, it need not be performed 
in the church; but twenty-one days’ residence of one 
of the parties previously and up to the day, is insis¬ 
ted upon to render it legal, and it must take place 
before twelve o’clock. 

Carrie S.—It is sad when the heads of a family disagree 
upon such a matter; ask your mother to state her 
objections, they may be unknown to your father. The 
fifth commandment gives both parents equal honour. 

W. H. A.—Both may be taken with the usual small net, 
and should be kept in a pan with river grit and a 
plant of anacharis to keep the water oxygenated till 
wanted for bait. 

Fuchsia.— No lady should consider herself engaged till 
the question has been popped, and then the°seal of 
mutual confidence is put on the lips, and not upon 
paper. 

Justice. —The executors can be called upon to advertise 
for him, stating that if not traced, the money will be 
paid over to the next of kin by a specified time. 

Other Communications Received. — Henry E. T.— 
Elise de V.—S. W. T.—A. L. F.— Excelsior. —II. G.— 
S. X.— Scott.— J. M.—J. J. P.—W. B.— Minnie O.— 
A. P.—M. L. M.—J. E. W. —Lucy R.—S. H. P. (you 
cannot hawk the goods; but may expose them for 
sale in the market-place).—E. F. (prohibited; there¬ 
fore illegal).— Lilly L. (you have released him by 
returning his presents; so the best thing is now to 
forget him, look out for his successor).— James B. (the 
father should retain it; if not, the eldest daughter is 
usually presented with it). — Viginti (too trite and 
stale).— Unhappy Dinah (get a mutual friend to bring 
about a “ chance ” meeting ; probably all will be well 
again).—H. S. P. (you can only enter as ordinary sea¬ 
man, and must afterwards qualify yourself in writing 
and arithmetic).—M. A. B. (they are right; it is both 
a laborious and dangerous occupation ; domestic 
service is infinitely to be preferred).— Henry Alfred 
(only by advertisement; hundreds aro similarly 
situated).— Saucy Kate (light brown; practice will 
improve it; if you have taste and inclination).— 
Isabella (you cannot marry both, and being engaged 
to one, should dismiss the other).— Lotty C. (dark 
flaxen ; very good).—S. A. H. N. (yes ; sugar is refined 
by the process).— Rose (write legibly, and we will 
endeavour to answer you).— Thomas G. (not unless you 
hold under the lease).— S. B. S. (ask for a written 
notice).—J. D. P. (thanks, too learned for the million). 
—Colombia (the War-Office).—W. B. McK. (put by 
for insertion; only in part).— Inquirer (read first our 
articles on deafness, price Is. 3d. free ; the hints there 
given are valuable to those seeking advice for that 
malady)— Blanche (“miss,” only; it will reach him 
in due course).—W. B. H. (it depends upon a man’s 
taste and predilections ; history, sacred and profane ; 
philosophy and the belles lettres).— Brio (yes; 2s., 
free by post).— Mary L. (you acted very properly).— 
Frolicsome Sophy and Lizzie (such casual inter¬ 
change of thought in a railway carriage, without an 
introduction, is no warrant for further intimacy).— 
A Self-helper (apply to the publisher, Mr. Pitman, 
Paternoster Row; Chambers’s Educational Course),— 
Agnes (unless the wife has a protecting order from a 
magistrate they are the husband’s pfioperty).— N. G. R. 
they are probably traps to relieve the unwary of their 
cash; bo-na-h-de; Gar-e-bal-dee), —E. S. and T. W. 
(apply to a magistrate and he will put you in the way). 
Dunai (in the Times of the date of his death ; yes; see 
our article on the Army in No. 897).— Rose (an idle 
pursuit).—J. T. B. (if it induces headache, give it up). 
—Aspirant (if with his master’s approval). — A 
Working Girl (purchase it from a chemist).— Lucie 
(the impression must be re-cast from the plaster into 
a soft metal, such as pewter).— Guendolen (a painful 
and a troublesome process). — Antidote (we never 
recommend an article the composition of which we do 
not know). — Grace Alice (the colour cannot be 
fixed).— Chemicus (stir it up with a candle, or scrape 
wax into it).—P. E. M. (it is a fact; the powder is 
harmless), — Calomel (drink Harrogate water). — 
Rose E. (for what do you require it ? see No. 783).— 
Annie W. and John T. (see No. 854).— Demosthenes 
(see Nos. 110 and 783).— Edith S. (see No. 856).— 
Amateur Gardener (see Nos. 620, 635, and 707).— 
N. T. H. (see No. 738).— Hair Dye (see No. S33). 


NEW MUSIC, 

Published by Cocks and Co., New Burlington Street. 
The Gipsy’s Life is a Joyous Life. Melody by Edwin Flood. 

Transcribed for the Piano by Brinley Richards. 

The Mother’s Dream. Composed by G. A. Macfarren. 
Lady Clara Vtre d. Vere. Poetry by Alfred Tennyson. 

Music by Mrs. J. Worthington Bliss. 

The Angel of Life. By J. R. Thomas. 

Marguerite . By Anne Fricker. 

The Wedding Waltzes. By W. Vincent Wallace. 

Evenings toith the Classical Composers. Arranged for the 
Pianoforte by Edgar Adams. 

Too Late, too Late. Sacred Song. Poetry by Alfred 
Tennyson. Music by Mrs. Worthington Bliss. 

When first I met thee Roving. No. I. of the Melodies of 
England. Composed by Ignotus. Arranged and Sung 
by Henry Kegaldi. Jewell, Great Russell Street, 
Bloomsbury. 
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USEFUL INFORMATION AND AMUSEMENT. 


family herald. 


STATISTICS—OF WHAT USE AKE THEY? 


The writer of fiction has ever been very severe upon the collector of facts. 
The two are essentially opposed to each other, and never can agree. The 
one relies upon imagination, and upon a knowledge of humanity which he 
cannot explain, and can never teach. A man of genius and perception will, 
it is quite true, know more, and be a far more acute judge than a plain, 
“common-sense” individual; but in the long run, common sense wins the 
day, because it is the most common and the most enduring. We find the old 
fable of the hare and the tortoise over and over again repeated. The hare 
is the swifter animal by far; it rushes past its adversary, it mocks its slow 
pace, it gambols and takes its ease, goes to sleep; and the tortoise wins. 

Considering the ultimate triumph, we may well pass by with a very calm 
mind the jokes of the authors. “ Statistics,” said Sydney Smith, “ will prove 
any thing; ” and it is undoubtedly true that presuming you quietly ignore 
opposite facts, a very common proceeding with many, you can garble statistics 
so as to establish any thing you may desire. You might assert that all 
men with wooden legs are jealous, or that all red-headed men are angry, or 
that, as all murderers write poetry when in the condemned cell, murder, 
which M. de Quincy considers as one of the fine arts, is synonymous with 
poetry. You might group a number of figures together with the purpose of 
instilling the idea that potatoes are poisonous ; and not only that, but abso¬ 
lutely mortal to humanity ; in short, presuming the premiss be wrong, it is 
not known to what absurdity one might not go with a very decent bundle of 
figures to support him. A French minister, who is at the same time a sceptic 
upon this point, calls statistics L'Art de grouper les Chiffres , “ the science of 
packing figures”—of cooking accounts in fact; and our most popular author, 
whose head is too full of eccentricity to care about dry detail, makes one of his 
worst characters declaim upon facts: “ What I want,” says Mr. Bounderby, 
pointing with a hard, square finger, “is facts;” and Bounderby, the statis¬ 
tician, is represented as plucking up all the flowers of fiction, and dropping in 
a “ fact” into the hole wherever he can. 

There is a saying with us that facts are stubborn things ; and that there is 
no getting over them most people are ready to own. But what facts are 
these ? They are generally dry relations of events, from which we can gain 
nothing. Half the facts in the world are useless ; nay, worse than useless ; 
they are vicious. Look at the facts in biography, the facts in ttade, those of 
the court and peerage. In the first, certain puerile relations are preserved, 
from which we can gain nothing as to the character of the man. More than 
one statistician has endeavoured to prove that all men of genius inherit genius 
from their mothers; or, in other words, that all great men have clever 
mothers; but this would be a useless “fact” to know, presuming it to be 
proved, because the converse that all clever women had sons of genius is 
untrue, and would not hold good. Nor does the common fact that most 
geniuses have been as boys, dull, careless, erratic, and idle, at all compensate 
the hundreds of thousands of fathers who have boys afflicted with those 
common faults. To be useful, therefore, statisticians must not be puerile. 
Immense labour, with very uncertain results, is the lot of the philosophic 
figure-hunter. The multitude never will appreciate his labour but by its 
most distant result. He will be sure to get slandered in his early work. It 
will be said that he interferes with the work of the Deity, that he is a 
materialist, or at the least a Deist. He himself will blunder, and be guilty 
of many errors; but perhaps, in the long run, he will reap the silent 
reward—the only one worth having—of knowing that he has worked well for 
the glory of God, and for the benefit of man : for the former, because the 
more we know of universal laws the more we shall admire and worship the 
law-maker; the latter, because the better those laws are understood the 
greater gainer will man be. 

The chief subjects to which statisticians may safely pay attention are 
politics, population, crime, and disease. Of these the laws of health, both 
of the mind and body, as the two last may be called, are the chief and 
almost the only ones upon which we have as yet any adequate information; 
but the results drawn from these arc not as yet by any means ripe or 
satisfactory, although the English nation has been one, which from the very 
beginning has paid much attention to the subject. Indeed, the President 
of the Association, the Prince Consort, claims for England the honour of 
being the cradle of statistical science. No less an authority, says he, than 
Doctor Bernoulli has called our country the cradle of political arithmetic. 
We may appeal to our Domesday Book as one of the most ancient and com¬ 
plete monuments of the science in existence; and, considering the remote 
period at which it was compiled, that book is a very complete statistical 
record of the wealth and weight of the country. Other nations have from 
time to time made an effort to classify and number the people; the kings of 
Israel continually did so, and were met upon each occasion with a very sharp 
rebuke from the Divine Guide of that nation for their obstinacy, for the 
reason, it would appear, that in counting the strength of the nation they were 
indirectly negativing their trust in the Almighty, and placing it in the wealth 
of their people and the strength of their armies. 

The objections which the prophets and sacred writers of the Jews urged 
against statisticians have continually been reproduced. We still hear it said, 
to quote the Prince Consort’s words, that the prosecution of this science leads 
to Pantheism and the destruction of true religion, as depriving, in mail’s 
estimation, the Almighty of His power of free self-determination, making His 
world a mere machine, working according to a pre-arranged scheme, the parts 
of which arc capable of mathematical measurement, and the scheme itself of 
numerical expression ; that it leads to fatalism, and therefore deprives man of 
hie virtue and morality, as it would prove him to be a mere wheel in this 
machine, incapable of making a free choice of action, but predestined to fulfil 
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a given task and to run a prescribed course, whether for good or evil. These, 
said the Prince, are grave accusations; but are they true ? 

Before this question is answered, we may here state that it is almost imma¬ 
terial whether the deductions be true or not. The Calvinists, long before the 
scientific statisticians had recognised the prescribed course of man, had 
urged predestination to the utmost, yet it cannot be said that Calvinism is 
irreligious in its tendency. Nor does general predestination differ very much 
from particular predestination. A certain rule is laid down, and beyond the 
limits of that rule we are powerless. Within its limits we may behave well 
or badly, and so far goes our free will. Is the power of God destroyed by 
this ? When Galileo proclaimed that our sun was the centre of a system, no 
longer opr own sun, but one that lighted up unnumbered worlds, that the 
earth moved round it, and that it did not, like a satellite, encircle the earth, 
the religionists of the day called him an atheist, imprisoned him, and would 
have burnt him for slandering God. Yet he but gave us a glimpse of the 
true greatness of the Deity, and relatively only makes His power and love to 
man greater in performing those miracles which we believe. A miracle is 
still a miracle; and whether the course of our earth were retarded, or sub¬ 
sidiary meteors preserve the light, we care not. A Jew or a Christian can 
still credit that which followed the words of Joshua : “ Sun, stand thou still 
upon Gibeon; and thou Moon in the valley of Ajalon!” Is the power of God 
destroyed or diminished by the discovery of the fact that the earth requires 
365 revolutions upon its own axis to every one round the sun, giving us so 
many days of morning, noon, and night to our year ?—that the moon changes 
thirteen times during that period, the tide every six hours, and that 212 boys 
are born to every 200 girls ? These we all know now are immutable laws, 
and every change in them would be owing, like their ordination, to the finger 
of God. 

Nor is Man less a free agent because we know that out of every 10,000 
men of a given state of civilisation the same number would turn murderers, 
thieves, inventors, warriors, lawgivers, poets; that the same number of 
suicides, taking one year with another, are committed in London aud in 
Paris; that about the same number of bankruptcies occur every year; nay, 
that the little vices of men are regulated by the same wondrous laws; that 
carelessnesses and follies have the same percentage; that there are annually 
posted at the post offices the same number of letters on which the writers had 
forgotten to place any address. Now, it does seem to us, that to say these 
things, to drive them to the fullest limit, is merely to assert in other words that 
not a sparrow falls to the ground without the knowledge of the Almighty, and 
that the very hairs of our head are numbered. There is an old proverb: Be 
minimis non curat lex y “the law overlooks small things;” but here we find 
that nothing is overlooked ; nothing is too small, as nothing is too great, for 
the All-Wise Creator. His care is as apparent in the smallest insect which 
lives in a drop of water as in the largest antediluvian leviathan that ever 
walked on the face of the earth, or in the most stupendous globe in the 
universe. 

Thus, having disposed of any objection which can arise to the progress of 
the science of statistics, it will be -well to glance, so far as our limits will 
permit, at its utility; and we must remember that this practical utility lies 
chiefly in social science. We cannot perhaps cure, but by statistics we 
certainly can prevent the occurrence of crime and disease; and here again the 
true disciple finds that his figures will go hand in hand with his religion. 
For instance, an average number of men and women go mad every year. 
We can classify those men and women. We can with considerable certainty 
place down madness to various exciting causes; such as love, business, loss 
of fortune, law proceedings, and religion. Of these, with the softer sex, the 
first and last are the greatest; with men, disappointed ambition; and the 
intervening causes of our list rank highest. With men also, especially 
amongst our great merchants and large tradesmen, insanity is fearfully on the 
increase. Now it seems to us that to rank this madness under that terrible 
old proverb “ those whom God wishes to destroy he first makes mad,” would 
be as cruel as it would be false. The better and more humane the man, 
the more likely is his mind to be thrown off its balance. We must not 
therefore pursue the old plan of treating the punishment wholly as a “ j udg- 
ment,” but try to find out and remove the exciting cause. If a politician, 
or a banker, would and could unbeud, and take the same healthy exercise 
in a moderate degree as a gardener, he would certainly keep as sane as a 
gardener. Too much work not only makes Jack a dull boy, but it makes 
a man mad also. There should be temperance in all things; temperance 
especially in money-getting and in business. So, again, it is with religion. 
Preach up fanaticism, ana you drive people mad; enlarge upon God’s 
kindness and goodness, upon his mercy and his justice, and you render them 
charitable aud good. The wild excitements of spiritualism and Mormonism in 
America, and the no less wild excitements of speculation in business, madden 
Americans in a much larger percentage than even Englishmen. Let us try 
openly and boldly to remove the causes, and the effects will surely cease. 

What is true of diseases of the mind is true of those of the body, and these 
arc equally or more important perhaps than any other. We are annually deci¬ 
mated, in the literal sense, by the scourge of ill health and acute diseases. We 
know, or should know, all of us, how to avoid these in a simple and general 
way ; but in our trades and professions and occupations through life, disease 
annually strikes down its victims with unerring certainty; and so far from 
defeating the enemy, we have not yet counted and sorted our dead. Miss 
Nightingale, who has done good service, as all the world knows, at Scutari, 
is still in the van of progress in this great hospital movement. She has told 
us that the materials for our fuller knowledge of the weight of this important 
science are abundant, but that they want classification; that cases are con¬ 
tinually occurring in hospitals and in the varied walks of life, the full details 
of which would be most important, but that in the hurry of business they are 
overlooked. It would be well if this were remedied; and the paper read by 
Miss Nightingale at the Congress offers us perhaps as good a method of 
remedying the defect as we know of. But in disease we may look to 
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some of the chief principles of the science. It may seem presumptuous, 
but the affirmation is nevertheless true that there is hardly a disease which a 
perfect knowledge of it might not extirpate or remedy. Thus Statistics have 
demonstrated the fact that in improved dwellings for the poor the mortality 
has fallen from 25 to 14 per 1,000. That is to say, that more than 1 in 
every 100 lives have been saved by science. In common lodging-houses, 
which were before the hotbeds of epidemics, such diseases have almost disap¬ 
peared as heads of statistics. In the British army large bodies of men under 
improved sanitary conditions have presented a death-rate of about one-third 
of what the army had suffered in former years. In factories, Statistics telling 
their plain talc have forced legislation to pass humane laws which have saved 
hundreds of the lives of those who most need protection—young women and 
children. In short, the. Statistician appears to us to be in the enviable position 
of one whose good and useful works, if not^possessing the prominence of those 
of the more noisy benefactors of mankind, are yet to be found in every county 
and in every town in England; ay, and in every court and alley of those 
towns; and of whom it may be truly said, as it is of the great architect of 
our St. Paul’s Cathedral, “ If you ask for a monument, look around you.” 

WOMAN’S MISSION. 

I saw her in her gladsome childhood, Again years passed—all former gladness 

When her smiles to all were dear, With them from her heart has fled ; 

And her laughter through the wild wood Clad in mourning robes of sadness, 

Rang like birdnotes light and clear. Sat she grieving for the dead. 

As she with her baby brother One sweet babe her arms enfolded, 

Gambol’d through the summer day; In a mother’s own embrace, 

While the eyes of a fond mother And the vision fair seem’d moulded 

Watched them in their merry play. From her long-lost childhood’s face. 

Tthen I whispered gently, “Lovebird, Eyes with love and sorrow beaming. 

Tell mo—dost thou wish to die ? ” As once more I asked, ‘ ‘ Couldst die ? ” 

And she, like a startled dove, heard Then with eager answer gleaming— 

The dread words with frighted eye. “ Oh, might I by his side now lie! 

“Lie? ” she said; “ the word’s so dreary ! Earthly joys are false and hollow ; 

Leave my brother—friends—my flowors? ’Tis not much the world can give : 
Name it not! I am not weary— He has gone—I fain would follow— 

’Tis so fair, this world of ours ! ” Nay ! still for my child I live! ” 

Years pass’d on—a beauteous maiden’s Once again I saw her—sorrow 

Form eclipsed the child’s of yore ; Long had dimm’d her eye so bright— 

Now her words with sweeter cadence Waiting, watching for the morrow— 

Trembled, and her deep e3 r cs wore Auburn tresses streak’d with white. 

A lovelier light: a glorious being, Then I saw her softly stealing, 

In his manhood’s richest prime, In the twilight’s dusky shade, 

Wandered by her side, naught seeing To the churchyard ; saw her kneeling 

Save one face : sweet summer time ! Where her darling child was laid. 

Then again the words I breathed,— Autumn winds were sadly sighing, 

“ Canst thou now the world deny? Seeming for some boon to crave; 

Arc the flowers of earth still wreathed Autumn flowers were drooping, dying, 

Round about thee ?—canst thou die ? ” Fading on that tiny grave. 

How her heart, that heart that won him, Once again the words were spoken— 
Trembled ;—to be calm she strove— “ Is it now the time to die?” 

Turned her tearful gaze upon him, “It is—I go,” in accents broken, 

Murmuring, “ Not yet! I love! ” “I join my loved ones in the sky !” 

__ S, W. 


FAMILY MATTERS. 

By bestowing blessings upon others, we entail them on ourselves. 

Give to a grief a little time, and it softens to a regret, and grows beautiful 
at last; and we cherish it as we do some old, dim picture of the dead. 

Limited Affections.— The affections of some men are like wells, stony on 
the outside, narrow yet deep within; not flowing forth like a river to seek 
souls far and near, to gladden God’s earth ; nor gushing up and around like 
a fountain in the sun, for all who seek them ; but useful, notwithstanding, and 
very precious, each to some one individual or household. 

Rewards of Fidelity.— Never forsake a friend. When enemies gather 
around; when sickness falls on the heart; when the world is dark aud 
cheerless, is the time to try true friendship. They who turn from the scene 
of distress betray their hypocrisy, and prove that interest only moves them. 
If you have a friend who loyes you, who has studied your interest and 
happiness, be sure to sustain him in adversity. Let him feel that his former 
kindness is appreciated, and that his love was not thrown away. Real 
fidelity may be rare, but it exists—in the heart. They only deny its worth 
and power who never loved a friend, or laboured to make a friend happy. 

Neat Wives and “Touchy” Husbands. —Women have their faults, 
Tis true, and very provoking ones they sometimes are; but if we would all 
learn, men and women, that with certain virtues which we admire are always 
coupled certain disagreeablenesses, we might make up our minds more easily 
to accept the bitter with the sweet. For instance, every husband, we believe, 
delights in a cleanly, well-ordered house, free from dust spots and unseemly 
stains; the painstaking machinery necessary to keep it so, he wishes never to 
see; or, seeing, too often forgets to praise. If, then, his wife, true to her 
feminine instincts towards cleanliness, gently reminds him, when he comes 
home, that he has forgotten to use the door-mat before entering the sitting- 
room on a muddy day, let him reflect before he gives her a lordly, impatient, 
ungracious “pshaw ! ” how the reverse of the picture would suit him—viz., a 
slatternly, “easy” woman, whose apartments are a constant mortification to 
him in the presence of visitors. It is a poor return, when a wife has made 
everything fresh and bright, to be unwilling to take a little pains to keep it 
so, or to be properly reminded, if forgetful on these points, upon which many 
husbands are unreasonably “touchy,” even while secretly admiring the 
pleasant results of the vigilant eye of the good house-mother. 

Nice Castor Oil.— One drop of the essence of bitter almonds will com¬ 
municate an agreeable taste and smell to an ounce of the castor oil of com¬ 
merce, and will not at all affect its medicinal action. Persons taking this 
medicine should order it to be thus flavoured. 


FASHIONS FOR AUGUST. 

{From, the London and Paris Ladies’ Magazine of Fashion.) 

Chambery gauze is fashionable, being more elegant than barege for dress, 
and is preferred in the summer to tulle. The dresses are generally made with 
flounces, ornamented with taffetas. Grenadine, barege, and mousseline de 
soie are also in favour. Tulle dresses arc with double skirts; the low one 
has large bouillons, the upper one forms tunic, trimmed with plisses a la 
Vieille, ruches, lace or bouillons, or sometimes raised by chatelaines of flowers. 
Organdys are with numerous narrow flounces ; bareges, on the contrary, with 
one deep one, headed by five or seven small ones. Some are raised in the 
middle skirt by nceuds of taffetas rising as a wreath. The dresses of neglige 
and grande toilette are as distinct in colour as in material; for the latter, 
salmon, hydrangea pink, score blue, pale green, mauve, violet of every shade, 
&c. The taffetas Pekin, checks moires, are of the Havanna colour, daiy,'&c. 

The bodies of dresses continue to be made high, and for young ladies 
of a square form, which may be covered by a fichu of the material of the 
dress. Berthes and various styles of fichus are worn, even with ball-dresses; 
the sleeves continue large and open, those closing at the wrist are reserved for 
morning wear. 

During the warm summer weather no toilette is more fashionable or elegant 
for morning wear than the peignoir of embroidered muslin in rich designs, 
worn over a skirt en tablicr. A pelerine, or casaque zouave, accompanies the 
peignoir. Peignoirs of embroidered muslin have also been worn over skirts of 
coloured taffetas, the ceinture of muslin embroidered and trimmed with lace 
and a small ruche of taffetas. 

At this period of the season there is not much change in bonnets. Those 
of crape or spotted blond tulle are the most fashionable, and the style of orna¬ 
menting on the top is continued—a flower, a nceud of taffetas, or velvet, or 
lace. 

For country, the drawn bonnets called Capelines arc used in France. Somo 
are made of embroidered muslin, lined with coloured silk; others are of 
coloured muslin, crape, or tulle blond, also form pretty drawn bonnets with 
soft crowns, and are ornamented either with feathers or flowers. 


SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL. 

Clothing made of animal substances is warmer than that made of vegetable 
fabrics. 

The search after sea elephant oil on the west coast of Cape Horn is super¬ 
seding the whale fishery, and is quite as successful. When a schooner, which 
recently arrived in Newport harbour (U.S), left the fisheries, there were ten 
vessels—two ships, three barques, and five schooners—upon the coast. One of 
the ships had on board 3,300 barrels of oil, and another 3,000, aud one of the 
barques 1,800. 

Waterproof Coating for Cotton or Linen. —Boiled linseed oil con¬ 
taining about an ounce of the oxide of manganese, or litharge, to the quart, 
will make an excellent waterproof coating for cotton or linen cloth. Put on 
several coats with a brush, and allow each to dry perfectly. 

To Prevent Mildew on Awnings. —Boil the cloth intended for 
awnings for one hour in a liquor into which has been dissolved one ounce of 
alum and the same quantity of blue vitriol to every four gallons of water. 
Allow the cloth to dry thoroughly before it is put up. If the awning is up, 
brush its surface over with a hot liquor of alum and blue vitriol. This will 
tend to prevent ifrildew, and render it more durable. 

Silver Steel. —Colonel Colt has succeeded in making silver steel, of 
superior quality, for gun-metal. It possesses all the qualities of the most 
refined cutlery steel, without the brittleness. It will receive the most 
perfect polish or burnished surface, of the brightness and reflective powers of 
a mirror. Tests by hydraulic pressure and gunpowder explosion in closely- 
sealed tubes have proved it at least three times stronger and tougher than the 
best cast steel heretofore made. Hence its superiority for rifle and pistol 
barrels, and the cylinders of revolving breech-pin arms. 

Steam Elephant. —One of Taylor’s patent traction engines, appropriately 
called “Steam Elephants,” has just been built at the Britannia Works, 
Birkenhead, for the Dutch Government, for use in the docks at Flushing. 
The engine is constructed to draw a load of 40 tons on a level road, and a 
load of 15 tons up an incline of 1 in 15. It is fitted with sheer legs and a 
winding drum capable of raising a weight of 3 tons, so that it is able to load 
its own trucks in a very short space of time. It is also provided with one of 
Gwynne’s patent centrifugal pumps to lift water from a dock or pond, and is 
provided with an additional pump by means of which it can fill its own tank, 
and the boiler is capable of supplying steam to direct-acting steam pumps, 
which may be fixed on a separate water cart, to be used in case of fire as a 
steam fire engine. 

Tobacco in France. —There is a crop cultivated in France, which it is 
quite practicable to grow in England with considerable profit if the purposes 
of public revenue would permit. Tobacco in Alsace and in Picardy, where 
the climate is similar to ours, is a very profitable crop, although a monopoly 
of the government, and under very stringent regulations as to culture. About 
20,000 acres are grown in France, often returning £50 per acre, though the 
quality of produce is inferior to that of tobacco grown by private cultivators 
abroad. The management demands skilful treatment, being more like 
market-gardening than farming; still there is nothing to prevent the crop 
answering extremely well in England or Ireland. Indeed, till the growth of 
tobacco was prohibited in England by Charles II., it was extensively grown 
I in this country ; and the excise upon it in 1789 alone put a stop to its eulti- 
j vation in Ireland. By permitting the cultivation of tobacco in Ireland, that 
| terrible waste might become a fertile garden. 
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STATISTICS. 

During the past financial year the Chancellor of the Exchequer received 
“conscience money” to the amount of £16,488. 

Since the erection of the first Methodist church in America, in 1768, there 
have been 14,000 erected—an average of three a week. 

The great aerial coalfield or smoke-cloud over London contains annually no 
less than 200,000 tons of fuel that escape up our chimneys. 

Above 370,000,000 letters passed through the’post-office in 1851, but in 
the course of last year the number had swelled to nearly 550,000,000. 

Emigration in 1859. — We learn, from the report of the Emigration 
Commissioners for 1859, that 120,432 emigrants left our shores in that year; 
an increase of 6,460 upon the year preceding, but with that exception the 
smallest emigration of the last 14 years. 33,930 were English people, 10,182 
Scotch, 52,981 Irish, 4,442 foreigners, and 18,897 not distinguished; so that 
the Irish, who at one time formed the great majority, were but 43*95 per 
cent, of the whole number. This was the natural result of the improved 
state of Ireland. 

Leakage of Gas. —It is calculated that not less than 386,000,000 cubic 
feet of gas per annum in the whole of the metropolis escape by leakage. In 
the City alone it is estimated that 25,000,000 cubic feet escape in the year, 
or nearly 70,000 cubic feet a day. Mr. Spencer estimates it at nearly twice 
this amount. He says the total loss by leakage into the streets is about nine 
per cent, of all the gas distributed, or, in round numbers, 630,000,000 
cubic feet a year, which at the rate of eighteenpence*a thousand, the cost price 
of gas, involves a loss to the gas companies of more than £47,000 per annum. 

Exports and Manufactures. —The real value of the exports last year 
was £155,643,590, (of which £25,203,161 was the value of foreign and 
colonial produce,) and of the imports £179,334,981. We exported cotton 
manufactures of the enormous value of £38,744,113 ; woollen manufactures, 
(a greater value than ever before,) £12,053,708; linen manufactures, 
£4,694,587; iron and steel, £12,315,317; coal, £3,269,975; apparel, 
£6,473,353. The quantity of cotton goods we manufactured and then 
exported exceeded 4,000,000 yards a day. That we may not want hands to 
weave and spin, the women of Great Britain bore above 2,000 children a day 
(796,290 in the year,) but death struck down above 1,300 a day, (503,003 in 
the year), and reduced the natural increase to little more than 800 a day, not 
reckoning Ireland, the number of whose births and deaths is unknown. 

Great Britain’s Colonial Empire. —Great Britain has at present no 
fewer than fifty colonies, namely:—South Australia, obtained by settlement 
in 1846; Western Australia, obtained by settlement in 1829; Antigua, 
obtained by settlement in 1631; Ascension, obtained by settlement in 1827 ; 
Barbadoes, obtained by settlement in 1625 ; Bermuda, obtained by settlement 
in 1609 ; the Bahamas, obtained by settlement in 1629; Ceylon, obtained by 
capture in 1795; Canada (East and West), obtained by capture in 1759-60; I 
the Cape of Good Hope, obtained by capture in 1806; Columbia, obtained 
by settlement in 1858; St. Christopher, obtained by settlement in 1623; 
Dominica, obtained by cession* in 1763; the Falkland Islands, obtained by 
settlement in 1842 ; Guiana, obtained by cession in 1803 ; Gambia, obtained 
by settlement in 1631; Gibraltar (military), obtained by capture in 1704; 
Gold Coast, obtained by settlement in 1661 ; Granada, obtained by cession in 
1663; St. Helena, obtained by cession in 1673; Heligoland, obtained by 
cession in 1814; Honduras, obtained by cession in 1670, and settlement in 
1742; Hong Kong, obtained by cession in 1842; the three Indian Presi¬ 
dencies, placed under the direct dominion of the Crown in 1859 ; the Ionian 
Islands, obtained by cession in 1814 ; Jamaica, obtained by cession in 1665; 
St. Lucia, obtained by capture in 1803; Labuan, obtained by cession in 
1856; Malta, obtained* by capture in 1810; Montserrat, obtained by settle¬ 
ment in 1632; Natal, obtained by settlement in 1824 ; Nova Scotia, obtained 
by settlement and capture in 1758; Newfoundland, obtained by settlement in 
1608; Nevis, obtained by settlement in 1628; New South Wales, obtained 
by settlement in 1788 ; New Zealand, obtained by settlement in 1839; Prince 
Edward’s Island, obtained by settlement in 1786 ; Queensland, separated from 
South Wales in 1859; Sierra Leone, obtained by settlement in 1787; 


cracy; and he states that, so fatal has been the operation of this Act, “ that 
of the twenty-five Barons who were appointed to enforce the observance of 
Magna Charta, there is not now in the House of Peers a single male descend¬ 
ant.” In fact, as Pennant says, the Norman ancestry of Norman names has 
gone out, and London tailors are the progenitors of half the nobles in the 
land. 

The late Comet. — According to information received from Professor 
Schmitz, of Cologne, the comet which has just disappeared is Professor 
Lexell’s; its perihelium is 150,000,000 miles. It was first seen on the 26th 
of February by the astronomer_ of the observatory in Pernambuco, and put 
down as a new double comet, its orbit is southerly, with 3 degrees inclina¬ 
tion north of our earth. It has now disappeared, but will be back in three 
years’ time. Its first appearance in a.d. 173 was accompanied by an earth¬ 
quake; in 363, according to Kockenbach, it was seen in the daylight; in 
1770 it was only 1,800,000 miles distant from our earth, and caused great 
confusion among astronomers. 

Origin of Rain on St. Swithin’s. —“ In the year 865,” says Mr. Douce, 
in his interleaved copy of Brand’s Antiquities, “ St. Swithin, Bishop of Win¬ 
chester, to. which rank he was raised by King Ethelwolfc, the Dane, dying, 
was canonised by the Pope. He was singular for his desire to be buried in 
the. open churchyard, and not in the chancel of the minster, as was usual with 
other bishops; which request was complied with; but the monks, on his being 
canonised, taking it into their heads that it was disgraceful for the saint to lie 
in the open churchyard, resolved to remove his body into the choir, which was 
to have been done with solemn procession on the 15th of July. It rained, 

! however, so violently on that day, and forty days succeeding, that the monks 
| set aside their design as heretical and blasphemous; and instead, they erected 
| a chapel over his grave, at which many miracles are said to have been 
; wrought.” As the city of Winchester increased, the walls encompassed the 
| shrine, which is now the parish church of St. Swithin in the walls, adjoining 
j King’s Gate, leading from the dean’s gardens to Wyckham’s celebrated 
college. 

The Recent Failures in the Leather Trade. —The circumstance 
that one of the leading branches of the home trade of this country has 
proved to be in a thoroughly unsound condition, and that failures in that 
trade have been reported to the extent of £3,000,000, is calculated to attract 
the attention not only of the mercantile classes but of the community at 
large. We believe this unsound state of things is to be attributed to the 
undue amount of accommodation afforded by some of the leading banking 
and discounting establishments. The great house whose suspension has 
caused the stoppage of many smaller concerns had discount accounts open at 
no less than thirteen different places, the amounts varying from £5,000 up to 
£200,000, to say nothing of a firm, consisting of the same partners, in Liver¬ 
pool, which is also largely under discount- The credit of the house neces¬ 
sarily stood high. It was .believed by its victims that the partners were men 
of large property and of unimpeachable integrity, and that their bills 
represented legitimate business transactions. The bubble bursts—the property 
proves to be fictitious, or mortgaged to the more cautious of those who 
accommodated them—the bills, instead of representing goods sold and 
delivered, turn out to be drawn for debts which ought to have been written 
off years ago as bad; and the whole constitutes one of the most gigantic 
failures which the history of the City records. We may well inquire how 
such things can go on. The answer is to be found in the way in which 
| accommodation is afforded by certain large establishments. When money is 
abundant and difficult to be employed, the discount-houses offer every induce- 
| ment to overtrading by the facility with which they take bills. It is ques- 
! tioned whether the large house on whose conduct we have commented has 
been solvent since 1847. We cannot but lament a system which permits a 
firm in that condition not only to go on, but largely to increase its business — 
, thus augmenting its liabilities, and also the ruin .which ensues from the 
I ultimate suspension. —The Press. 
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Tasmania, obtained by Settlement in 1804; Tobago, obtained by settlement 
in 1763; Trinidad, obtained by capture in 1797; Turks and Caicos Islands, 
formerly included in the Bahamas ; St. Yincent, obtained by cession in 1763 ; | 
Victoria, separated from New South Wales in 1850 ; and the Virgin Islands, 
obtained by settlement in 1766. 

VARIETIES. 

Herschel has foretold that we shall have the severest storm this summer 
that has ever been known in England. 

Before the introduction of carpets, to cover the floor with straw or rushes 
was deemed so necessary a point of courtesy, that when not performed it was 
said that the host did not care a rush or a straw for his guest; hence the 
origin of the expression common now. 

What next ? — A very pretty and elegant present has been forwarded to 
Miss Nightingale by a grateful officer, who recovered under her kind treat¬ 
ment whilst in the Crimea. It consists of a small repeating watch in a ring, 
the'cylinder of which is made of an oriental ruby. Its diameter is the fifty- 
fourth part of an inch, its length the forty-seventh part of an inch, and its 
weight the two hundredth part of a grain. 

Our Ancient Nobility. — Speculating on the decadence of noble and 
wealthy families, Sir Bernard Burke, in “ A Second Series of Vicissitudes of 
Families,” regards the law of attainder as having in England, more than in 
any other country of Europe, undermined and overthrown the landed aristo- 


Enigma : NEWS. Charade: Brace-let, Rebus: Slight; light; sight; sigh. 
The following answer all: Dean.—Charlton.—Edmund.—A. M G.—Sadler.—D. S. D. 
—Atkins.— Steele.— Zita.—Sleight.— Peter.— W. A. E. D.— Lister.— Sowdcn.— 

Scotswood.—Errington.- Enigma and Charade: H. A. M‘L.—Lemuel.—Dora.- 

Enigma and Rebus: Tootell. —Munn. —Baker.- Charade and Rebus: Deuncr.— 

Leinster.—Wade.—Vernon.- Enigma: Head. - Beale.- Charade: Cooke.—Grocers. 

—Amer.— Beccles.- Rebus: W. J. R.—Wardle. 

arithmetical questions. 

1. Tea, 5s. per lb.; Sugar, 4 d. per lb. 2. The Weight drawn will be 838§ lb. 

3. Let the annexed figure represent sections of the semi-globe and roller. Then let a = the 
diameter of the sphere, s = its surface, and v its 

_—T“-— volume, expressed in numbers depending on the 

same unit of measure. Now s — 3 •1410a 2 , and 
v v = '5236a 3 , and since v = 8, a will equal 0, the 
/ \ F \ diameter of the sphere. Then D O = 3 feet, and 

/ \ \ putting O F — x, we have D F = V9 - x 2 , or 

f \ \ D F 2 — 9 — x 2 . N 01.0 following Both'reni's dircc- 

I \ \ tions the volume of the roller is to be a maximum, 

I \ 1 and this will be the case, when (9 — x 2 ) x x = 

■■ 1 1 n —iA —— -1-> 9 x — x 3 is a maximum. This put into fluxions 

becomes 9 x — 3 x 2 x = 0, hence x = ^3 = 1 ’73205. 
Consequently the length of the roller must be 3*4641 feet. And since 9 - x 2 = D F 2 , its 
diameter must be 4 S9S 9 feet. 

The following agree with all. Veritas.—W. D.— Dean.— Wardle.— Anchora.— 

Scotswood.—Sowden.-, With ls£ and 2nd .—Charlton.—Webb.- •With l,<tf and 3rd .— 

Edmund.—Sadler.—Tootell.- With 1st.— Summers.— Cooke —A. M ( G.— Lemuel.— 

J. E. C.—M. A. K.—Southgate.—D. S. D.—Atkins.—L. C.—Bridgman.- With 2nd. 

—Steele —Wright.—Bexley.- With 3rd.— G. M. C. 

Arrived too late and mislaid for No. 900 :—Wilkinson.—Amelia C.—Artibus.—Ittis.— 
J.H. ©.—Norfolk.—Harriman.—Hills.—Carr.—Charlton.—ryatt.—Errington.—Cooke. 
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RANDOM READINGS. 

“ Never saw such stirring times,” as the spoon said to the saucepan. 

Why is a young lady just from hoarding-school like a building committee ? 
—Because she is ready to receive proposals. 

A Yankee has invented a patent dog; wind him up and he barks for hours. 

“ What was the use of the eclipse ? ” asked a young lady. “ Oh! it gave 
the sun time for reflection,” replied a wag. 

Never fancy a woman’s esteem for your character equal to her admiration 
of your whiskers—if you happen to have a nice pair. 

‘‘The fellow who broke loose” has gone into partnership with the one 
that “ broke the news,” and they anticipate doing a smashing business. 

Among the Romans the gift of a ring was a badge of liberation from 
slavery. Married people can best explain whether it is so amongst the 
moderns. 

The saying of a Welsh stage-coachman to a Cockney tourist sitting with 
him—“ I s’pose if I went to Lunnun I should geawk round just as yeou folks 
dew up here ”—is not amiss. 

“ Do you see this stick, sir ? ” said a very stupid acquaintance to Sydney 
Smith. “ This stick has been all round the world, sir.”—“ Indeed,” said the 
remorseless Sydney, “ and yet it is only a stick.” 

“John, you seem to gain flesh every day ; the grocery business must agree 
with you. What did you weigh last ?”—“ Well, Simon, I really don’t 
know, but it strikes me it was a pound of sugar.” 

“ Sir,” said Fiery face, the lawyer, to an unwilling witness, “ sir, do you 
say, upon your oath, that Blinkins is a dishonest man? ”—“I didn’t say'he 
was ever accused of being an honest man, did I ? ” replied Pipkins. 

In speaking of the late shooting-match of the National Rifle Association, a 
person mentioned the fact of the Queen having fired a rifle and hit the “bull’s 
eye,” when a young lady present exclaimed, “ Oh, shocking! did Her Majesty 
kill the poor animal ? ” 

“ Mother,” said a little boy, the other day, “ I know what I would do if I 
was at sea, and all the men were starving, and they should draw lots to see 
who should be killed and eaten, and it should come to me—I’d jump into the 
water.”—“ But,” said the mother, “ they would soon fish you up.”—“Ah,” 
said he, “but I wouldn’t bite ! ” 

An Irishman was indicted at the assizes, at Tralee, for felony. His inno¬ 
cence was proved, but notwithstanding that, tbe jury found him guilty. The 
judge was shocked, and said, “ Gentlemen, the prisoner’s innocence was clearly 
proved.”—“ Yes,” said the foreman, “ he is innocent of the crime now charged 
against him, but he stole my gray mare last Christmas.” 

Dr. Morell, who sometimes wrote the words for the oratorios of Handel, 
once took the liberty to suggest to him that the music was contrary to the 
passage. Instead of taking the hint, as he ought to have done, he exclaimed, 
“Yat, you teach me music? De music is goot music. Hang your vorts! 
Here,” said he, thrumming the harpsichord, “ here are mine ideas, go and 
make vorts to dem.” 

Mr. Grove, the table-decker at St. James’s, used to walk round tbe park 
every day. Dr. Barnard, the king’s librarian, met him accidentally in the 
Mall. “ So, Master Grove,” said he, “ why, you look vastly 'well. Do you 
continue to take your usual walk ? ”—“ No, sir,” replied the old man ; “ I 
cannot do so much now. I can’t get round the park; but I’ll tell you what 
I do instead. I go half round and back again.” 

There is a story told of a man who met his own double—or wraith, as they 
call it—on the stairs; and dreadfully frightened the poor fellow was at the 
double presentment of hftnsclf. “ Well, and what did you do r ” inquired one, 
not of a credulous turn of mind, to whom he narrated his ghastly experience 
of the supernatural world. “ Nothing,” was the reply. “ Nothing! ” repeated 
the other, “why, if I had met myself on the stairs, I’d have knocked myself 
down.” 

A romance-reading young man was one day passing a muirland farm, 
which was half covered with furze and heath, and a fine background of barren 
rocks and dark pines. He said to the farmer, who was grinding his way 
through the rugged earth, “A magnificent locality, sir!—one of Nature’s 
triumphs!—an embodiment of poetry !”—“ 0, yes,” said the farmer, wiping 
the large drops of perspiration from his brow, “ the poetry of the place is 
vary weel, but if ye had to plough up the prose of the ground, ye’d wish 
the poetry far enough.” 

“What queer people folks is!” said Mrs. Partington, as she turned to 
speak to Dr. Spooner about the pleuro-pneumonia with which she had been 
afflicted—by legislative reports—for a month. The doctor assented, but 
asked why. “Because,” said she, “we’re always being troubled with 
singular manias; and now we’ve got a plural new mania, and heaven knows 
where it will end. Bad enough, I dare say, particularly for the poor critters, 
for it is fatal to them any way, knocked on the head by either Death or the 
doctors, which is about the same thing.” She subsided into her knitting 
again, and Ike sat on the floor bridling the cat. 

A public dinner. in Edinburgh had dwindled away to two guests, an 
Englishman and a Highland gentleman, who were each trying to prove the 
superiority of their native countries. Of course at an argument of this kind 
a Scotchman possesses overwhelming advantages. The Highlander’s logic 
wus so good that he beat his opponent upon every point. At last the English¬ 
man put a poser. “ You will,” he said, “ at least admit that England is 
larger in extent than Scotland ?”—“ Certainly not,” was the confident reply. 
“ You see, sir, ours is a mountainous country—your is a flat. Now if all our 
hills were rolled out flat, we should beat you by hundreds of square miles! ” 


Conundrum for Constituents. —Why is the House of Commons like the 
House of Correction ?—Because the labour performed there is hard and mostly 
unproductive.— Punch. 

An Old Gentleman’s Thoughts. —Methinks, to kiss ladies’ hands after 
lips, as some do, is like little boys, who, after they eat the apple, fall to the 
paring, out of love they have to the apple. 

A New Medium. — {From the Spiritual Magazine). —The Greatest 
Spirit Rapper of the Day. —The Chancellor of the Exchequer, who has 
just given our spirits a rap in the form of a heavy duty.— Punch. 

A Little Discovery. — Observing Boy: Ma, Aunt Dora has been eating 
the honey. — Astonished Mother : How do you know, my dear ? — Son : 
’Cause I heard Mr. Slyboots say he wanted to sip the honey from her lips. 

A Brute of a Husband.— Wife (anxiously) : What did that young 
lady observe who passed us just now? — Husband (with a smile of calm 
delight) : Why, my love, she observed rather a good-looking man walking 
with quite an elderly female—that’s all. A-hem ! 

Juvenile Curiosity. —“Won’t you cut open a penny for me, father?” 
said a little girl, when she came home from school one day. “ Cut open a 
penny! What do you want me to do that for ? ” asked her father. “ ’Cause,” 
said the little girl, “our teacher says that in every penny there are four 
farthings, and I want to see them.” 

A Slight Mistake. —A rather curious instance of absence of mind 
occurred here the other day. One of our townsmen, along with his better 
half, had a discussion on the propriety of joining the Total Abstinence Society. 
After various arguments had been urged for and against, they came to the 
conclusion of signing the pledge. The fair partner, as might be anticipated, 
was most anxious to strike the iron while it was hot, and prepared to go and 
procure the schedules. When about to leave the house, she, knowing that 
she was going out, but not thinking for what, turned round and said— 
“ Deed, Jamie, I think I may just as weel bring a pint o’ yill wi’s when I am 
gaun oot.” The result of this unhappy proposition was, that the ale was 
brought, and the pledge deferred to a more convenient season.— Border 
Advertiser. 

The Marriage Question. — From a Yankee “Clerk’s” Point of 
View. —Can’t marry a woman now-a-days till you’re so deaf you have to cock 
your head like a parrot to hear what she says, and so long-sighted you can’t 
see what she looks like nearer than arm’s-length. I look at them girls and 
feel as the fellah did when he missed catching the trout. T’ood ’a’ cost more 
butter to cook him ’n’ he’s -worth—said the fellah.—Takes a whole piece o* 
goods to cover a girl up now-a-days. I’d as lief undertake to keep a sjian of 
elephants—and take an ostrich to board, too—as to marry one of ’em. 
What’s the use ? Clerks and counter-jumpers a’n’t anything. Sparragrass 
and green peas a’n’t for them,—not while they’re young and tender. Hoss- 
back-rid’n’ a’n’t for them—except once a year—on Fast Day. And marryin* 
a’n’t for them. Sometimes a fellah feels lonely, and would like to have a nice 
young woman, to tell her how lonely he feels. And sometimes a fellah would 
like to have one of them small young ones to trot on his knee and push about 
in a little waggon;—it’s odd enough, but, it Seems to me, nobody can afford 
them little articles, except the folks that are so rich they can buy everything, 
and the folks that are so poor they don’t want anything. It makes nice boys 
of us young fellahs, no doubt! And it’s pleasant to see fine young girls sittin’, 
like shopkeepers behind their goods, waitin’, waitin’, and waitin’, ’n’ no 
j customers,—and the men lingerin’ round and looking at the goods like 
folks that want to be customers and haven’t got the money!— Holmes*s Pro¬ 
fessor at the Breakfast Table. 

ROARS FROM THE “B RITISH LION.” 

The high price of provisions is an exceedingly disagreeable feature of the 
times. Some things, it is true, can never be cheap—venison, for instance, as 
that is always deer. 

Mistakes, they say, occur in the best regulated families; but with meat at 
its present price, the poor will be peculiarly liable to miss steaks. In fact, 
as Shakspeare once said (probably meat was scarce then), “ the times are out 
of joint.” 

If bread be scarce perhaps it will be well to go to the Land o' Cakes. 
There, if you can have no other meal, you can have oat-meal. 

An Unappreciative Husband. —At a recent festive meeting, a married 
man, who ought to have known better, proposed “ The ladies,” as “ the 
beings who divide our sorrows, double our joys, and treble our expenses.” 

Scholastic. — Coach : 'Define equation of payments. Precocious Pupil: 
Penal servitude to such as Robson, Redpath, Pullinger. Governess: Tell 
me, my dear, what the German Diet is? Young Lady: Westphalia hams, 
sourkrout, beer, and tobacco; and I have heard of a Diet of Worms. 

Mind Your Letters. —A singular warning to our fashionable exquisites 
—so large a number of whom consider a defective pronunciation of the letter 
“r ” the best “pwoof of awistocwaticbweeding ”—has recently been afforded 
by an action brought against one of the species for libelling a highly respect¬ 
able medical practitioner residing in a country town. Wishing to recommend 
the doctor in question, and employing the elegant style of slang so much in 
vogue amongst his class, he said that “ Mr. So-and-so was the crack doctor of 
the place.” Unfortunately, however, his peculiarly distingue pronunciation 
of the “r” made the speech sound so very like “the quack doctor of the 
place,” that an action for damages was the only course left open to the doctor 
by which to vindicate his professional reputation. 
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